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^HE lie^t words which we can frame to 
descnbe a painting by a Master, fall 
immeasuralDlj below the master- 
piece iteelt m the power of moving the intellect 
or swaying the feelings of the beholder. Even 
the silent marble, chiselled into grace and 
beanty, inspires emotions which are beyond 
the power of reproduction in the phrasea of 
any language used by one who knows all its 
secret resources. 

Tet these triumphs of art are incommen- 
surable with the moving forms of Beauty and 
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8 PREFACE. 

of Grace whiob they feebly figure and represent 
Tlicre is hardly more of likeness between them 
than between death atid life. Indeed these are 
changeless and dead, while that which they 
embody is changing and vital, whether it be 
the landscape which is another yet the same, 
in erery hour's snn or shade, in the green of 
spring or amid the autumn's flying leaves, or 
whether it be the human form, which with every 
motion creates a new and livelier sculpture. 

There must needs come then to the one 
who has written, or to tliem who read, a more 
painful sense of inadequacy and impertection, 
when it is a life which has been portrayed, 
when it is not the single aspect of a form, or 
of a scene, but the unfolding and upbuilding 
of a noble character, which has been attempted 
to be described ; its collision -with circumstan- 
ces, and its inner conflicts. There are even 
subtler and liner graces in life than i: 
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PREFACE. 6 

and a noble character is more indescribable 
than a splendid view, and less easy to be fixed 
in any form of words for remembrance or 
influence, when the scene is distant or the life 
has been transplanted to another sphere. 

Yet it was due that such a life as hers 
who is the subject of this biography sliould be 
written, however briefly or imperfectly ; for in 
the judgment of those who saw merely its 
spiritual radiance, as well as of those wlio 
lived in its life-giving atmosphere, it was a 
life fllled witli temptations and trials whicli 
wrought in her a singular humility ; of afllic- 
tions and difficulties converted by a deep 
religious chemistry into Christian graces; of 
weaknesses arid imperfections transmuted into 
spiritual symmetry and power. It was a life 
which none who saw it as it was lived, and 
none to whom these pages shall convey any 
just conception of it, would willingly let die. 
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PARTL 

THE B D E A L. 



CHAPTER I. 



ISTRODUOTOST. 



^MILY BRADLEY was the name 
■borne in childhood hj Urs. Haven. 
If there is that in hlood which par- 
ticularly forms, or modifies, charac- 
ter, this child had a singular inheritance. Her 
ancestors, on her father's side, were men whom 
enterprise and a love of adventure kept upon 
the sea. Her father's father, and all hia broth- 
ers, with remoter connections, were sea captains 
in the various services of our country. They 
were brave, resolute men, whose determination 
and darinff were proverbial. 
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18 COUBm ALICE. 

Her fatlicr, too delicate for such a life, on 
account of an injury which he had received in 
his youth, and which prevented his attaining 
the physical force of hie brothers, was yet not 
unlike them in spirit. Pride, ambition, and in- 
domitable purpose, were the stamina of a char- 
acter softened by tender and generous impulses. 
Dying while his four children were all in the 
years of infancy — even the eldest could only re- 
member him, as a sad-hearted and depressed 
invalid, consumed by a fiery and hopeless am- 
bition. 

He died on the 13th of September, 1830, 
Emily's third birthday. An infant daughter 
soon followed the father, and Emily was thus 
left the youngest of a fatherless group of little 
ones. 

She became the charge of a mother most 
unlike the father in character and disposition ; 
the representative of a family noted for firm 
faith and fervent piety. Her maternal ancestry 
was the counterpart of that on tlie father's side. 
Two more opposite races could not have blend- 
ed. Her mother was of Baptist and Quaker 
descent. Nearly a score of clergymen conld be 
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INTRODUCTORY. 17 

counted amongst her immediate ancestors and 
relatives. Her father had had but Httle sym- 
pathy with his wife's family, so unlike himself 
in traits which, nevertheless, commanded his 
respect, if they did not arouse his emulation. 
They were humble-minded, devout, and, in some 
cases, scholarly men, most unworldly in purpose 
and miselfish in action. Their strong faith, their 
unswerving fidelity to their religion, and the 
simplicity and purity of their Hves, sent a sweet 
and healthful current into the veins of then- 
children. 

Emily's largest inheritance, both mental and 
spiritual, was fi^m this side of the family ; but 
there was a persistent force of character derived 
from her father, which marked her whole life. 

Even in childhood she showed the most op- 
posite traits, one or another predominating in 
the various phases she passed through, and giv- 
ing tone to the different periods of her hfe. 
These could aU be traced in her later years, not 
then presenting contrarieties that were perplex- 
ing and discouraging to those around her, but 
harmonized by her religion into a character, 
forcible in action, which was unremitting from 
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18 COUSIN ALICR 

principle, and profound in devout meditation, 
and in a rich, spiritual life. Never was there a 
better illustration of the many^idedness which 
is essential to breadth of interest, sympathy, and 
purpose. It was this large nature, this compre- 
hensiveness of mmd and heart, which, finally, 
purified by the graces of God's spirit, absorbed 
self, and made the noble woman. 

That this heiglit was not reached without 
hard struggles, many futUe efforts, and much 
discouragement, by the way, will readily be 
seen by all who can appreciate the conflictiiig 
elements of her nature, the peculiar trials of her 
life, and a delicate physical constitution, which 
most persona would have felt justified in plead- 
ing as an excuse for many short-comings. 

Harmonious character is not an inheritance 
or an endowment. It is the result of strenuous 
effort ; it is the guerdon of the self-eontroUed ; 
it is the unconscious crown of the devoted, the 
self-denying, the resolute and fervent spirit. If 
intellectual character be " knowledge oi^anized 
into faculty," then religious character is simple 
faith matured into spiritual insight. 

This child, witii lier rare endowments, ripen- 
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mTRODUCTORT. 19 

ed into a woman, illustrating each form of char- 
acter, while she led a life of increasing singleness 
and humility. 

To trace the growth which had such rich 
results, and to read from this ehort life lessons 
which shall long teach others her sweet wisdom, 
is our purpoBO. 
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CHAPTEE 11. 

aEOM an early period a disease of tho 
8 manifested itself in this eliiM, 
who had never seemed to promise 
robust health. This so affected all 
her school-life, that she was liable to great suf- 
fering, yet a peculiar patience under her suffer- 
ing grew out of it. This was in marked qontrast 
to an elder sister, whose impetuosity often al- 
lowed the younger child an ascendency in her 
superior self-control. There was a difference of 
five yeare in their ages ; but the difference, even 
in childhood, was frequently lost eight of in the 
precocity of Emily and in her early-acquired 
power of restraint. 

She learned so rapidly on all subjects, and 
every thing that came within her reach, that she 
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was eoon noted as a child of rare acquirements. 
Her memory was as ready as it was retentive ; 
and it was to this faculty that she was indebted 
for her remarkably extensive knowledge, as her 
eyes were often useless for montlis together, for 
either reading or study. 

When she was six years old she was adopted 
by an uncle, her mother's eldest brotlier, a cler- 
gyman of fine literary taste and scholastic at- 
tainment. His wife was a woman of uncommon 
mental strength, her husband's companion in his 
library, giving him his best intellectual stimulus 
and sympathy. This gentleman, the Eev. J. 
Newton Brown, was residing in Boston at this 
time, engaged in editing " The Eeligious Ency- 
elopeedia," a work of research and erudition. 
Mrs. Brown was his constant assistant m the 
preparation of this book. Though childless, she 
was a passionate lover of children, finding her 
recreation in those of her adoption, for another 
little girl was already sharing the mother's love 
which overflowed her heart. 

They remained in Boston till the work they 
were engaged upon was completed, and then re- 
turned to Exeter, New Hampshire, where Mr. 
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22 COUSIN ALICE. 

Bro-wn was a minister of the Baptist churdi. 
Tlie time spent in Boston waa very pleasant to 
Emily. Tlie beautiful Common, near which 
they lived, and where she played, made one of 
he most cherished picture in her memory of 
ner child-hfe ; and associated with it was the fair 
little Louise, her adopted sister, whom she loved 
very tenderly. 

In Exeter she was able to go to school, as she 
had done in Boston, for a year or two, when she 
waa attacked by the disease which so often dark- 
ened her young life, and which became in this 
instance a blindness that lasted for several 
months. That she suffered terribly none could 
doabt ; but her suifering waa rarely, if ever, a 
matter of complaint. She wonld be patient in 
a darkened room for hours together, drawing on 
an imagination and a memory ■which were 
equally remarkable, for her pastime. What was 
read aloud to her she remembered aecnrately, 
and she spent a great deal of time in parodying 
familiar little poems and in composing won- 
der stories. Sometimes her uncle, who was also 
an invalid that winter, waa her companion, some- 
times her elder sister, then living in the family. 
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but oftencr the dear little Louise, whose love 
was a great solace, thougli the two cliOdren were 
mentally so unlike, that the bond between them 
was alinoat entirely that of affection. 

Sensitive and imaginative aa she was, some 
idea may be formed of her self-control and pa- 
tience, irom two instances. She bore applica- 
tions of leeches to her eyelids and face, day after 
day, for hours at a time, withont a perceptible 
shndder, and with no word of the shrinking which 
she afterwards declared possessed her to such a 
degree, that she sometimes thought she should 
lose her senses. 

Another great trial was, that at night she 
was the only person who slept on that floor of a 
large three-story house. Her bedroom had been 
arranged on the first floor, usually occupied by 
the family during the day, when it was thought 
she would most need to be siu-rounded by com- 
panions, in the hope that the Iqne hours which 
she spent — and these did not begin till Uie elder 
members of the family had retired to rest — would 
he passed by her in sleep. As she never required 
any thing at night, it was not considered necea- 
sary for any one to remain with her. 
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2i COUSIN ALICE. 

She said many years afterwards, that no 
words that she could use, could ever describe the 
hours of torture she sometimes passed, when suf- 
fering or her fears kept her awake, and the yic- 
tim of her active imagination. She was but nine 
years old when passing through this ordeal, and 
few children would have borne it without a mur- 
mur, leaving the revelation of her suffering till 
years had passed. 

Her reserve grew upon her, and it was inev- 
itable that she should be easily misunderstood, 
and should often lack sympathy. This increased 
the privacy of her inner life, and led her to say 
frequently that she passed two childhoods equally 
real, one that all knew of, and another that no one 
suspected. Traits were manifested in her out- 
ward life, giving rise to many fears on the part 
of those who had charge of her, which gradually 
gave way to the inner growth out of which the 
woman waa bom. 

When Emily was nine yeare old, her own 
mother was married a second time. The child 
had always yearned for her own home and the 
indulgence of that first-remembered mother's 
love. She and her sister returned in the spring 
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CHILDHOOD, 2B 

of 1838 to Iludson, K Y., wbieli was their birth- 
place and their mother's residence. Afler spend- 
ing the summer with her mother, the eldei- sister, 
whose school education was in progress, returned 
to the uncle and aunt, nnder whose fostering 
care she remained till her marriage, which oc- 
curred as soon aa she graduated at school. Mr. 
Brown was now professor in a theological insti- 
tution at K"ew Hampton, N. H. There was a 
young ladies' school in the same town, which 
had a great reputation then, and here, when 
Cornelia left, Emily came to pass her girlhood, 
and receive her mental training. 

The two sisters were thus parted ; nor were 
they ever together again except for a few weeks 
or months, and after the lapse of long intervals 
of time. Yet as years went hy, and like tastes 
and principles assimilated very unhke natures, 
the love which never failed hetweeu them led 
to mutual influence, and this to a hond stronger 
than mere kinship involved. 

The sehool-life of EmUy, in Hudson, lias its 
record in a journal begun when she was but 
twelve years old, and in many little stories writ- 
ten for juvenile magazines and readers. " Keep- 
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ing a Journal," a story to be found in a little 
Tolume, recently published, called " The Pet 
Bird, and Other Stories, by Cousin Alice," 
gives the history of the beginning of this first 
journal and of her practice, which she kept up 
as long aa she lived. 

An instance may find place here of her sin- 
gular patience under disappointment and suffer^ 
ing, Cornelia was married when Emily was 
thirteen, and spent a few weeks in Hudson with 
her family, before leaving for the South, where 
her husband resided. 

Various excursions were planned, in which 
Emily took great delight. The most charming 
of all was to be a visit paid to a favorite uncle 
living near the blue range of the Catskills, which 
bounded the landscape west of the pretty little 
city of Hudson. This range of mountains had 
been fertile in romance to the poetic nature of 
the child. To penetrate them had been a day- 
dream for years, and now it was to be a reality. 
She could hardly wait for the morning to come 
when the journey was to begin; and an enthusi- 
asm, all the more fervent that it was commonly 
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SO pent up, was for once poured out in eager 
expressions of anticipation. 

The morning came, golden mtli promiee for 
the day, when this journey was to begin ; but 
the poor little girl was found quite "bhnd upon 
the couch to which she had gone the night be- 
fore BO gay with hope. Her brother and sister 
stood sorrowfully beside her, ready to give np 
the visit thus saddened hy her disappointment, 
and looking for a lamentation proportioned to 
the anticipation she had been indulging. 

Eut there were no tears and no murmurings ; 
there was little indication of the sharp pain of 
body aad mind to which they must leave her. 
She said, simply, " I ought not to have antici- 
pated so much. I should have remembered 
how liable I am to such attaelia as these. This 
is a common thing with me. Don't think any 
more of it, or of how much I wanted to go. It 
will spoil your visit, and tliat would be worse 
than losing mine." 

Even while she spoke in calm, low tones, her 
slender little fingers were clasped so forcibly, as 
to send the blood to their tips, and to show at 
what a cost she had attained this self-control. 
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28 COUSIN ALICE. 

And this was the cbild'a philosopliy tanght 
her through much aufEering, giving her a power 
of endurance wiich, when the grace of God aided 
and enhanced it, made up the strength of her 
life. 
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CHAPTER III. 



SCHOOL LIFE. 



d OON after tlie ineidcut just men- 
tioned, Emily went to New 
Hampton " to complete her edu- 
cation," as the phrase is. She 
had ah-eady exhibited some ambition to become 
a scholar, and had hegun to use her pen, as was 
shown hy an accumulation of manuscripts, 
some indicating more than common promise, 
while others were merely the safety-valves of a 
nature that found little, and inadecLuate, expres- 
sion to those around her. 

Emily was a member of her imclo's family 
while she attended school, having the advantage 
of his supervision of her studies, and of his large 
and well-selected library. He was a poet him- 
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self, and this was also an advantage to the aspir 
ing girl. But one liindrance alwaja awaited 
her in the progress she aimed to mate. The af- 
fection of her eyes eubjected her to constant de- 
pression, and forbade her taking that place in 
her classes which she might otherwise have lield 
with ease. She was not infrequently entirely 
dependent for lier preparation for school on the 
studying aloud of a classmate; and thus pre- 
pared, she would still appear to better advantage 
than many who had been able to spend hours 
over their books. In a record made in her jour- 
nal at this time, she says : 

" m, ill, ill. "What is the use of my good resolutions 
about system and time, and doing my best 3 Am. I neTer 
to be perfectly well! Shall I never have what people 
call healtJi? This thought is enongh to wear mo out. 
They say I hm^ patimce ! They little know how terri- 
bly I fool the sting of an ineurablo malady. Am I yet 
to be entirely blind ? But I have seen the time when I 
thought I oonld bear even blindness, so the love of God 
was mine. Now I am without God and without hope." 

" To hide my wretchedness, I often assume an ugly 
manner, and people say, ' how unamiablo I ' " 

"This bitterness must bo overcome. It will poison 
my life." 
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ns like these abound in the pages of 
her journal. 

The reference to her willingness to bear even 
blindness, if she could feel the sapport of God's 
love, will be better understood by an explanation 
of ber state of mind in regard to religion. The 
child of many prayers, and of vivid spiritual im- 
pressions from her earliest years, she had per- 
suaded herself, when only thirteen years old, that 
she was a fit subject for church membership — 
and encouraged in this feeling by some who 
thought ber uncommon maturity should be re- 
spected in the matter, she had been admitted as 
a member of the Baptist church in Hudson, As 
she grew older, and had a clearer perception of 
what such a step involved, she became aware of 
ber unfitness for the relation, and grew impa- 
tient of its restraints, and of the false position 
in which it placed her. 

It had not the effect which such a misstep 
sometimes has on a young person, -who, feeling 
that she has been the victim of a delusion, fan- 
cies that all professing Christians are either vic- 
tims or impostors. There was never any ten- 
dency to scepticism in her mind. She recognized 
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only her own unfitness ; and there are continual 
expressions even iii her lightest moods, of dis- 
satisfaction with herself on this account, and of 
the yearning for something better and higher, 
and more satisfying than any thing she could 
yet grasp. In all this ehe saw only one source 
of comfort — the love of Ood; and this seemed to 
be denied to lier, though to possess it she thought 
she would even be willing " to forever close her 
eyes to every object of beauty and affection," aa 
she says, with great earnestness. She was not 
apt to give expression to her affection for others 
in the caressing ways which are natural to some 
young girls, but her heart was warmer than her 
manner indicated. She writes of tliis : 

"I hare never known positive happiness. My sorrow 
b alt regret, my joy is hope. I live only in the past and 
future. Often my heart is full of love— love to all around 
me, even to those whom I treat with apparent coldness 
and indifference. I cannot let those I love, know it hy 
outward agns, still less by words. Few understand me. 
I do not quite nnderstand myself, I think." 

A few days later appears a record, which 
gives a rare insight into her nature, and the 
phase of her life then p 
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" Of all my wUd and ajubitiona dreams, I have never 
dared commit one to paper ; but to-day I am too full of 
them to repress tlie thoughts which are crowding npon me. 
" I sometimes feel that 1 am not horn for a. common 
destiny, that I have talents vhich might elevate me 
above those with whom I now associate— most of theni, 
I mean. I dare not say that I have genivs. It is t«o 
holy a word to be taken lightly. But hundreds have had 
these same thouglits and feelings, have felt this same 
spirit strive within them, have hoped, dreamed, prayed, 
and— died, leaving the world nought with which to keep 
' their memories green.' The grave has closed over their 
high hopes. And this is not all. These persons Mve 
had genina ; outward drcumstanoes alone have hindered 
its development. 

"Then many have been deluded, who have vainly 
dreamed that they were of the chosen few destined to 
immortality ; and when these dreams have passed away, 
they have sunk to the common level, content with the 
common lot. For this reason I have never put my hopes 
and fears upon paper, I would not care so much for the 
iirst faf«. I could at least carry my higli thmghU with 
me; but the last, after aU I had hoped, and dreamed, and 
toiled for, to ^ve up voluntarily, to forget that I ever 
wished to be distinguished, or to look on those wishes, 
if remembered, only as the foUies of a chad— aye more, 
to be content with this, and to pass through hfe unno- 
ticed and unknown— this I cannot eudm-e. I am eicited 
this morning. If I wdted tiU my thoughts cooled, I 
2* 
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ebould not plao them on record ; but, feeling as I now 
do, I ■woolii say, 'henceforth, ambition, be thoa my 
angel 1' 

" And I would that it might be a holy ambition ; that 
I might hare the love of the good as well as the worldly; 
that I might have the thanks of my feUow-croatures, aa 
well aa their pi-Hiaes. Is this a Tain dream ? It shall not 
he. By a fixed determination, and by every effort, I will 
aeeomplisb the task I would mark ont for myself. For 
help in this, I look to my journal. I will begin my work 
by improving my time, and by being ambitious io smfdl 
things. I will strive to perform my duty, and when I 
come to the great strnggle, I shall not be faint-hearted. 
I cannot afford to waste time now in dreams of what 
may befall me." 

During the years of lier school life, this jour- 
iial is a record of variations of the feeling here 
described. A thirst for love, whieli often took 
the form to those about her of a craving for 
praise and admiration ; a sense of great and in- 
creasing dissatisfaction with herself, and in all, 
by which she vainly sought to alleviate this 
thirst of her soul ; an ambition for a recognition 
in the rt^ion of intellectual producers, and re- 
solves that sustained her even under the great^t 
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She Bhrunk from revealing her profonnder 
emotions, and did herself great injustice by their 
concealment. Even to her sister she writes, in 
the very year in which she makes a record of 
her resolution to do duty well : 

" Your eternal monotone of dntj disenoliaiits me wit^ 
life. Say it is duty, and the fire goes out, the lining im- 
pnlse is dead. I hate the word. I was never appealed 
to by an action that was the offspring of a sense of duty." 

It was the struggle of a young and active 
spirit, feeling its strength " with the senfee of 
wings," bnt ignorant as yet tliat strength, to be 
power, must come under the dominion and into 
the obedience of law. 

Her reserve was, however, sometimes thrown 
^ff, and her nobler nature found irresistible ex- 
pression. A schoolmate, who was in the same 
family, and her constant companion, bears wit- 
ness to the rare occasions of which this could 
be said : 

" I used to sit at her feet nud listen to her eloquent 
words, tUl I was carried out of the realities of our lives 
into the higher regions which she seemed to penetrate. 
I listened in wonder and full ffdth, and I half worshipped 
her, as she bore me along. I can never describe the 
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effect of these talks upon me: they opened new worlds 
to me. When I naed to write to my mother so admir- 
ingly of Emily, she, seeing her only as she was commoElj 
known and understood, would rebuke me for yielding 
myself 30 much to her influence. But I was borne along 
by the irresistible force of her genius. People have 
called her brilhant and fascinating in society since then, 
and we have heard how unequalled she was in conversa- 
tional power, Was it strange that I yielded to the power 
which even then was here whenever she chose to use it ? 
It was her genius which gave it to her as mnch then os 
later in life." 

She waa herself becoming conscious of the 
brilhant faculty which afterwards characterized 
her in society. She was also finding out that 
she possessed some personal graces, which had 
their influence on others, llfotwithstanding the 
■weakness to which they were liable, her eyes 
■were remarkably beautiful ; large, soft, lustrous 
orown eyes, ■with a capacity for expression tliat 
amounted to fascination. A delicate, well-form- 
ed mouth, ■with the fiexible upper lip, which is 
always attractive : a profusion of rich brown 
Hair, a brilliant color and a graceful bearing, 
were her chief charms. Her hand was as dimin- 
ative as a child's; indeed she required a smaller 
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glove than any ladies' size — her fingera taper and 
white, and pink-tipped ; they certainly did not 
seem made for life's uses. She used to say laugh- 
ingly of lierself, that her vanity in her hands sur- 
vived all other wealmesaea of the kind ; that even 
when the gravest cares of her later years were 
resting upon her, her one temptation in dresa 
■was fresh and pretty gloves ; to these she always 
treated herself when any pecuniary success made 
her elate ; but she said, " I never wear new 
gloves to church — I feel so very eiUy in my con- 
sciousness there of my vanity." 

This personal vanity was a great trial and 
temptation, and, finally, mortification to her ; 
hut it opened to her one gate to the lovely hu- 
mility of her later years. In her girlhood it was 
indulged, as would be natural to one who was 
admired and flattered. She did not think she 
was beautiful even in later life, when "her 
features had been chiselled by thought," bat 
she felt that she had personal power, especially 
in her conversation with men, and she invol- 
untarily exulted in it, always to follow it with a 
self-inflicted humiliation, which a sense of the 
pettiness of the pleasure brought her. She did 
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not attempt to analyze the power slie possessed, 
but to exercise it was a temptation few of lier age 
could have resisted. Against this exercise, how- 
ever, she was soon on her guard, and very early 
we find her making resolutions to refrain from it, 
and to live down with nohler aims the consciona- 
nesB which might become the bane of her life. 

The more intense her dissatisfaction with her- 
self, the more trifling and reckless was her bear- 
ing to those who sought to do her good. She 
writes: 

" This spirit of evil wiH alienate all my friends. I see 
their diaoonragement ; I hear their predictions of byU for 
me ; I know their distrust of my motives, and their want 
of comprehension of me — their iaok of approciatire sym- 
pathy makes mo desperate. I seize the present good, and 
let them croak on, while God only knows how miserable 
I am, and how I hate myself for this double life, this de- 
nial of the good which is contending with the eyil of 
my nature." 

One of her teachers, a close observer and 
good, student of human nature, wrote to her 
sister: 

"Emily ^vcs me many ansious hours. She lacks 
heart ; she lacks the power to ris© above herself, and to 
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forget herself in the happiness and good of others. I am 
compelled to fear, too, that she is wanting in principle. 
She is not frank ; and when I am talking with her, I am 
conscious that her soul is Tciled to me. One day she 
said, in a cold, sarcastic tone, after an hour of remon- 
strance on my part : ' I thank yon for yonr good inten- 
tions. Yon are, however, very nnjnst to me— hut I am 
nsed to that, and can bear it. I am thankful for one fac- 
ulty—the power to hold my tongue when words would 
not avail.' Thus huffeted hack, what can I do for her ? 
Yet she has an extraordinary mind ; she is mentally fag- 
cinating, and will he so externally. She is proudly am- 
bitious ; and should she continue so, and ever have good 
health and the untrammelled use of her eyes, she will not 
rest till she has achieved a reputation as a writer. I must 
believe that she wears the worst outaide, that she is much 
better at heart than she is willing to have us believe. I 
once heard her say: 'Above all things, I hate cant. 
What my life does not do for me in commanding the re- 
spect of others, may go undone. I cannot talk goodey.' " 
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CHAPTER IV. 

EEB MAltJIIAGE. 



in Ihe heart 1b aoftly luid 
Bpell of deeper tlonght." 



grHIS IS inscribed at tie beginning of 
the last volume which records her 
school life, and if the writer could 
have anticipated all the book would 
hold, it could not have had a fitter preface. 
Thought and feeling were working "wonder 
changes " during these moialding years. Exter- 
nally, there was a life of feverieli excitement, 
contrasting with the despondencies her ill health 
could not fail to hring. Emily, as she said of 
herself afterwards, went to her journal as to a 
confessional, and it beare witness now of the 
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sharp struggle wMch her noble aspirations had 
with the temptations to levity and frivolity that 
so often gained the victory at that period. No 
one could condemn her failures so severely as 
she condemns them herself, and constantly she 
vows hei^lf to a higher life, in whose serene at- 
mosphere of self-denial and worthy purpose she 
should be able to command her self-respect Her 
standard was never lowered, but her lips were 
continually false to the nobility of her soul, and 
that she so misrepresented herself, filled her with 



The books she read, the criticiama she has 
recorded of them, and the boots and poen^ she 
planned and, in some caara, began, show how 
s her mental activity. There are 
i and fine plans for poems, and 
even dramas of an ambitious sort, introduced 
from time to time — ending generally with a 
sigh over her inadecLuacy to their accomplish- 
ment. Her contributions to the school litera- 
ture, and the essays, sketches, or poems which 
she read before its " Literary Society," were 
original and full of promise. Those who were 
appreciative amount the teachers, and her ma- 
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turer friends, already predicted for her a brilliant 
literary career. They did not foresee that this 
stfong, personal ambHiofi, would merge, as her 
h£art ei^wnded and her life developed, into 
ttoblei' purposes and loftier aims, to whose ao- 
compUsIiment she would saorijlce every per- 
sonal adoantage ojnd eoery thought of sdf. 

During part of her last term at school, she 
occupied herself with a travesty of the fourth 
book of the jEneid, which was very cleverly 
done, and which was read with great applause 
at a public examination. Even at this age she 
was fitted for such a work by a quick and subtle 
play of humor, joined to a fine, keen wit. These 
qualities gave piquancy to the expression of the 
most commonplace ideas, and aided always in 
the brilliant effect of her conversation. No good 
point in a subject escaped her, and her use of 
language was dextrous and graceful. She lacked, 
of course, the finish which came later, but her 
power of expression was remarkable notwith- 
standing this. In conversation, her repartee, 
which flashed as quickly, and in those days not 
as innocently, as the summer lightning, the ready 
allusion for which she was indebted to her mem- 
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ory, tlie apt quotation from the same source, the 
witty comparison so clever, and yet so unex- 
pected by slower and less fertile minds, made up 
the quality of the talk, which came with femi- 
ninefluency, and in a low, soft voice, whose pretty 
inflections were always attractive in themselves. 

A friend, rising one day to say "farewell, gave 
it with a graceful quotation. Catching up his 
idea, she poured out quotation after quotation 
for at least ten minutes, till it seemed as if she 
had exhausted all applicable passages in the fa- 
miliar poeta, and then she said, " I only stop for 
want of breath." " I beheve you," was the re- 
ply ; " you would do for a poetical dictionary." 

The writer recalls an instance of her uncom- 
mon memory. It occurred some years after, 
■when she was Hving in Philadelphia. They 
were spending the day together, and Emily said, 

" Have you seen ' In Memoriam ' yet ? " 

"No, though very impatient for my first 



" So am I ; I will send and get the book." 
The book was brought, and she began to 
read aloud. As she read, her heart and eyes 
were full, for she had now entered upon lier sad 
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experience of bereavement. Wten she finished 
reading, she dosed the boob, and, referring to 
some passages so beaotiM, that they had been 
twice read, she repeated them, and -without re- 
opening the volume, she recalled other passages 
that had struct her, and continued this tiU she 
had repeated more than half the poem, and then 
stopped because visitors were announced. 

"And you have never seen this book till this 
morning ? " said her listener, with great surprise. 

" Certainly 1 have not. And now yon see to 
what I am indebted for most that I know, learned 
in spite of my eyes." 

It was not verse only, where the rhyme and 
rhythm are so helpful to the memory, that she 
thus kept in mind, nor that alone which ap- 
pealed to her imagination and taates. Strange 
as it may seem, she had a great fondness for sta- 
tistical information, and a masculine grasp of 
ideas that one would never suppose would find 
place in her mind. She was greedy of such 
knowledge, and listened eagerly to any one from 
whom it could be gathered. After her editorial 
hfe began, this was manifest. A review of a vol- 
ume on Political Economy fell from her pen be- 
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fore her check had lost its gu'lish hloom, and she 
wrote mnumerable articles on subjects women 
rarely touch, even in their reading. Had her 
eyea allowed her opportunity for thorough study, 
the vigor of her intellect would have been as 
eminent as its grace. Every year of her life 
gave some evidence of this. 

She had a great desire to be a good musician, 
but she never had strength to spend that time at 
thepiano which was necessary to her becoming 
a fine executante. This was a constant pain to 
her. Her voice was sweet, but lacked power. 
She sung charmingly, however, accompanying 
herself, and often adapted music to words. She 
delighted in minor music, and had a peculiar 
taste in songs. In her young days she sung very 
archly and with much variety of expression ; 
later in life, singing was worship to her, and she 
gave preference to sacred pieces. The last song 
she ever sung, and her favorite for years, was a 
little poom, " The Two Brides," by E. H. Stod- 
dard, set to a weird tune, which haunted all who 
heard it. 

She made frequent contributions, while at 
echool, to the papere and magazines of the day. 
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Tliia displeased her friends, who were desirous 
that she should not publish till her powers were 
more mature. Her sister wrote to her from the 
South, asking that she should not see her name 
before the public till she had reached the age of 
eighteen. The req^uest was literally complied 
with, but her contributions were sent as for- 
merly, only under feigned names. The popu- 
larity of a poem ^Titten when she waa sixteen, 
and copied into more than thirty journals, made 
the temptation to publish too strong to bo re- 
sisted. These lines are a fair expression of that 
period. They were suggested by a sentence in 
Bulwer's play of Hichdieu — " In the bright lex- 
icon of youth there is no such word as fail,'' 
And this poem, part of which is copied here, is 
also a school-^l's production, and seems to give 
voice to the aspiration which marked her true 
inner life. The motto is from another poem : 

■ It la not the dream of s Gincv vioai, 
Willi a fool for Ito dull bcgetfer, 
A Tolce jVom t^e spiHt procWma blond. 



And bust ilioti, too, been pi 
For that wTiieU may not 1 

Dost thou share in the sole 
That long hare dwelt wit 



,1 Google 



HER MARRIAGK 

Thy words have wakened once agMD 

Tbe wisU witWn my heart, 
That in a Eobler, freer life. 

My spirit migLt have jjort. 

I strOTB to check my soaring thoughts. 
And turned once more to earth, 

Seeking in pleasure to forget 
Tlie mood that Rave them birth. 

But now ibey cast aside the chain, 

And, spurning all control. 
Bid that I listen, and obey 

The voice within my soul. 

I know when comes the spell on thee. 
When from thy weakness bowed, 

The tide that ebbed within thy heart 
Flows once more strong and proud. 

When thou nouldst strife to rend tbe bondi 

That fetter thee, and find 
New life, where custom leadeth not. 

Where forms no longer bind— 
The earth is then a mockery ; 

Existence but a dream ; 
And those wbo share with thee its fears. 

As shadowy phantoms seem. 
WhcQ space, infinity alone. 

Seems vast enough to fill 
The Toid which, struggle as thou wilt. 

Dwells in the bosom still. 
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These are but dreams — we are of earth. 

And here we must abide; 
Must quell, subdue, these murmacioga, 

And check this daring pride. 

Our spirits are too gross, too dark. 

In such a land to be, 
And from the bonds of earth and sin 

Bj death alone made free. 

Yet when through gloom, and gathering st 

The Tate of death is passed, 
When from this vesturo of decay 

The soul is free at last ; 

When sweeping pinions unto us 
With boundless strength are given. 

Then shall we know this purer life, 
As found alone ill Heaven." 



At this time Joseph 0. Neal, of Philadelpliia, 
tlie author of " Charcoal Sketches," which were 
then in the height of their popuhirity, retired 
fi-om the editorship of the " Pennsjlvaniau," and 
established a literary newspaper, which he called 
" Neal's Saturday Gazette." Some nnmbera of 
this paper found their way to New Ilampton, 
and excited the admiration of the clique in school 
who aspired to be writers. 

Emily having carelessly remarked that tliia 
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would be a good paper in which fco appear, was 
challenged hy her cornpanions to find admit- 
tance to its columns. Accepting the challenge, 
she wrote a story called " The Tirst Declaration," 
■which she sent to Mr. Keal with the tiom de 
plume of Alice G. Lee, using a middle name, 
Gordon, to make the incognito more complete. 
The etorj was not only accepted, but was pub- 
Hslied, with a very kind editorial notice, in which 
Mr. Keal says : 

" Thougli aeeond to none ia our admiration of Panny 
Forrester, it n-onld be injustice not to say that "TheFirst 
Declaration" will compare, witLout injury, withanjpro- 
(luctioa of tte kind that has of late adorned oui- periodical 
literature. How it affects others wo cannot tell; but it 
is to us like moonlight on the flowers when the weary 
day ia done, or like music on the water, to meet with a 
sketch so repletewithplayfulness, yet sodelicately marked 
with Coleridge's ' instinct of ladyhoofl.' There is genius, 
too, and originahty in its ndvetS ; a nice and fcmimne 
perception of the beautiful, with an ability to portray it, 
which cannot fiiil of ifca purpose whenever it is exercised." 

Sueli commendation from such a source was 
an inspiration to tlic ambitions girl ; and of 
course flii^ contribution was followed by others, 
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botli prose and verse, many of which weie kindly 
allnded to by Mr. Neal in his " l^"otiees to Cor- 



In the course of the euminer Emily left school 
for her home in Hudson. There, in the autumn, 
a correspondence sprung up between Mr. Keal 
and hereelf. It originated in a request -which 
she made, when sending him something for his 
paper, that he would be good enough to give 
her his real opinion of her writings. She says 
she made the request with much hesitation, and 
after the letter was sent off would gladly have 
recalled it. But he responded at once, and so 
kindly, yet critically, that she received the heat 
sort of encouragement. She continued to write 
freely, but did not publish every thing ; indeed, 
from this time Mr. !N^cal exercised a most friendly 
supervision over her mental progress, for their 
letters were soon numerous, and his were expres- 
sive of an increasing interest. 

One tendency in her mind which was evident 
in her writing, and for which she certainly had 
lingular talent, was to show up the weak points 
of others, and to expose the social fictions which 
she encountered in her first entrance ifito society. 
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Her unlikenesa in tastes and pursuits to tliose 
with whom she associated, the admiration she 
easily won, and her indifference to conventional 
exactions, had tlie effect of calling forth sonie 
strictures in the Httle town, which she met with 
keen sarcasm ; and she thus gathered material 
for some stories, in >vhich was the germ of the 
volume she published a few years after, called 
" The Gossips of Eivertown." 

A story in this vein was sent to Mr. Neal 
that winter, but he delayed its publication, and 
used his influence to show her that she would 
find the indulgence of such a spirit a bane to her 
powers. She describes her usual mood from 
fourteen to twenty as very morbid; and it was 
not strange that a root of bitterness should take 
hold in the rank growth which resulted from 
the circumstances of her life. She appreciated 
the kindness of the strictures made by her wise 
friend ; her heart taught her that she was not 
elevating herself by such indulgence, and she 
willingly refrained from the use of her powers 
of irony and sarcaan, cultivating instead charity 
toward othera, pity for their faults of ignorance 
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and narrowness, and a strong perception of the 
good in all, of the beautiful everywhere. 

It was C[uite a year from the time her first 
story had attracted his attention, and after their 
correspondence had assumed somewhat of an in- 
timate character, that Mr, Neal was informed 
of the real name of his young protegee. Before 
this time, Emily had written to her sister of the 
discomfort she was beginning to feel in her in- 
cognito. In seeking once to account for his in- 
terest in her, he had said, pleasantly, " Perhaps 
your name has something to do with it. Aliee 
OordonLee sounds very Scotch, and my mother 
is a Scotchwoman, yon know." That she was 
awakening a personal interest could not be nn- 
felt, and she began to wisli the deception was 
ended. 

At this time, a young gentleman friend, a 
cadet at "West Point, returned to that place at 
the expiration of a furlough, and wrote to Mr. 
Weal to have the " Gazette" sent to him again, 
saying, " It has a new charm for me now, since 
I find it contains the contributions of a dear 
friend, under the noYti de plunie of Alice Gr 
Lee." Mr. Neal was very much surprised, and 
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wrote a witty letter to the young lady who had 
80 long and so sxiceessMly worn the mask. 

Having made acquaintance while lie was 
passing through Philadelphia with Emily's bro- 
ther-in-law, Mj. Eichards, who was also an 
editor, at the South, Mr. !N"eal proposed to visit 
him in Hudaon, where Mrs. Eichards had been 
spending the summer with her mother and sis- 
ter. The visit was made in September, 1846. 
It resulted in a confirmation of the agreeable 
impression their letters had produced ; and on 
his return to Philadelphia, Mr. Neal wrote, de- 
claring his affection for the brilliant young girl, 
wh(«e ability he had admired and fostered, and 
offering marriage. He was accepted, and the 
wedding-day was fixed in the coming December. 

As the time for the marriage drew near, 
Emily was violently attacked by the disease 
which had so long affected her eyes, and lay for 
some time dangerously iU with erysipelas in the 
head. On learning her dajiger Mr. Neal came 
to Hudson immediately, and remained with her 
till she was able to leave as his wife. 

From this time her eyes were quite well ; 
this violent manifestation of the malady ending 
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the suffering which, from the time of her third 
year, bad been bo frequent and so unmanageable. 
At last she could comprehend more nearly than 
everhefore "what people call health," though 
sho was not even now to know it always, for 
from this time she became a victim to nervous 
headaches, which, while she accounted thom 
slight suffering when compared to that she had 
been accustomed to, most persons are willing to 
make an excuse for the indulgences of the in- 
valid. 
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THE TOVNG WIFE. 

NEW volume of tlie journal begins 
the record of lier new life. On 
its fij^t page is a motto from 
Bums, whose significance was 

made plain by tlie events wliicli followed her 

removal to Philadelphia. 

" Who mida Uie heart, 'tis He alona 

Decidedly can try ub, 
He knows each chord, Its yarionB tone, 

Each Bpring, IM yftrlons blaa ; 
Then Bt tbo balance, let'E be mate, 

We never cm adjust It, 
Whifs done wo patUy mar compnto, 

But neyer wlat's resisted." 

Below tliia are Mra. Fry's rules for daily 
living : 

" 1. fTcvcr lose 0117 idme. I do not think that loat 
whioli is spent in nimisenient or recreation some time 
every day ; but always be in tLe habit of being employeil. 
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" 2. NeYer err the kast in trutli. 

" 3. Never aay an ill thing of a person when thon 
canst not say a good thing of him. 'Sat onlyspcikchjr 
itably, hnt/eeZso. 

" 4, Never he initahle or unkind to any c nt 

"5. Never indulge thyself in luxuries that nie not 



" 6. Do all things with couMderatiou , and when thy 
path to right action is most diffloult, feel i,onfldenco iq 
the Power which aJone is ahlo to assist thee and exeit 
Uiy own powers as fax as they go." 

Thus did she begin to hedge up her way to 
the exercise of faulty propensities, and to signify 
the fresh and worthy aims of her life. 

"Ms. Neal was an only child, and resided with 
his widowed mother. To this home lie brought 
his young wife, introducing her to one who was 
to exert no httle influence on her mind and 
character. Mrs. T^eal was about seventy then ; 
but though her fragile form showed the infirmi- 
ties of age, her dignified hearing and her clear 
and vigorous intellect made it plain that such a 
companion must be of unspeakable advantage to 
the daughter-in-law. Scotch hy birth, as her eon 
had said of her, her life from her early widow- 
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iiood had been devoted to the rearing of her son. 
For forty years she had been his best friend and 
adviser. In his literary life she had kept pace 
with him ; she was not only at home in modem 
literature, but familiar with old English and clas- 
sic stores. A ripe scholar, her mind yet un- 
touched by the blight of age, a severe yet not 
unkindly critic, as elevated as she was clear and 
vigorous--could the young writer have had a 
better companion, or come under more favorable 
influences ^ 

It was a trying ordeal for an inexperienced 
girl, such an entrance into society. Her hus- 
band's friends were naturally men and women 
of cultivated and mature intellects, who had 
their own misgivings of the fitness of a marriage 
of suet unequal ages and natures. All were 
kind to the blooming girl who came like sun- 
shine into tlie quiet household ; all whom nature 
had endowed with a perception of the trials be- 
fore her, and who saw whatwasliidden from her 
in the future. 

At the request of Mr. Neal, aud his mother 
also, " Alice " became the household name of the 
bride, and known only by this in the circle of 
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her new friends, and to tlie pnblic, before wliom 
slie appeared more freq^uently now aa a writer, 
her real name fell quite into disuse. She wrote 
80 much that first year, that then, and for some 
time after, she used other cognomens for the 
reading world — that of " Clara Cushman" was 
almost as well known as Alice G. Lee. 

It was over this signature that she -wTote a 
graceful Httle story, called " The Chapel Bell,"_ 
Slie had heen saying to Mr. JTeal that imitation 
of the German, and indeed other foreign tongues, 
was less difHcnlt than one imagined. She fan- 
cied she conld enter into the spirit of the German 
at least, well enough to deceive the public. He 
bade her try, and the little story which Bhe,pr&- . 
faced with " Translated firom the German," was 
the result. How well she succeeded may be in- 
ferred from the fact, that John G. Saxe, struck 
by the poetic beauty of the sketch, turned it into 
rhyme, calling it " a paraphrase from the Ger- 
man." He was not aware that he was under 
any illusion in regard to it, tUl Alice's brother- 
in-law called attention in hia paper to the sketch 
as originally published in "Ideal's Gazette." It 
had then appeared in a collection of Mr. Saxe'a 
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poems, and had been prononnced by a reviewer 
the most poetical in spirit of any thing Mr, Base 
had ever written ! 

The poet at once made a courteons and grace- 
ful acknowledgment to Mrs. Jfeal of his indebt- 
edness to her, and subsequent editions of his 
poems contain tlie same acknowledgment in a 
note appended to the poem in question.* 

This and some other things very nnlike each 
other in character, were written at her husband's 
suggestion, that she might try her wings. He 
was coniident of her abiUty, and proud of it, and 
his aim was to give it a symmetrical development 
and thorough culture. 

"Under date of February 15th, 1847, Alice 
writea in her journal; 

" I know that I was bom to do good, and that not in 
a narrow drcle. Even my husband doea not nnderstand 
this ambition which fills my heart. Ha says, ' all young 



• "This ballad ia a paraphrase of a beauliCill prose fale writ- 
len by Mrs. Alice B. Neal, aad pnblishGd as a traoBlatian 'irom 
the German.' The story is so extremely ' Qermanesque ' in its 
style and spirit, that the best scbolais id the conatry did not 
suspect ita American ori^n, till the fact was recently disclosed 
iiy a relatJTe of the giflefi aulhorcas." 
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people ara ambitious ; it is chai'acteristin of tljeir age.' 
He is mistaken, I tmat This straoge impulse for an ex- 
tended sphere of action, which seems at last working to 
au end, is not a childish whim, I am sti-ong, though they 
do not know it — strong alike for good or evil. It had 
nearly been evil, but, thank God, tLat mood Las departed 
I am leai'ning daily, gi'asping more and more that is to be 
of use to me ia the future ; storing material for labor that 
is to come." 

But it was not all work and study. This 
was her iirst experience of a life whose ghmpaes 
heretofore had only tantalized her. The new 
world of music, opened to her in the opera and 
concert-room, she entered with the zest of a 
firat love. Histrionic art fascinated her. The 
brilliant conversation of the clever and culti- 
vated friends of Mr. Neal, in which he shone so 
preeminently, was always delightful to her. She 
found her husband loved and honored, and her 
pride as well as her love was satisfied. She 
never wearied of watching the impression he 
produced ; her own was always of secondary 
interest. lie was a man of delicate mould and 
organization, witli sweet and noble features and 
most intellectual head, fair, waving hair, and 
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soft blue eyes. His voice was low and well- 
modulated; his eonversation was distinguished 
by humor rather than wit. This most winning 
and amiable nature was so well understood gen- 
crallj, that, though for thirteen years the editor 
of a leading daily political paper, he might be 
said to he without an enemy in the world ! The 
lash which he was so capahle of using, was ap- 
plied with such dexterity and rare judgment, 
that those who suffered were at the same time 
shown their error, and compelled to acknowledge 
that juatiee had overtaken them. His heart al- 
ways held his pen on the line where judgment 
and mercy met. 

He was, as before their marri^e, Alice's- 
most competent teacher, and best intellectual 
guide. Her" appreciation of this, and her ac- 
knowledgment during aU her life of her indebt- 
edness to him, made a tie between them as 
strong and beautiful as the romance of their love. 
She bent herself to improvement with all assi- 
duity, now that opportunity was so rich for it. 
In character her gain was as great as the devel- 
opment was rapid. She combated diligently 
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with faults, the result of nature, and the growth 
of her girlhood's suffering. She writes : 

"My besetting sins now are indolenoe and irresolu- 
tion. 'I will do so nraoli to-mon-ow, or next week,' 
To-morrow comes and is gone ; ■week after week passes, 
aj.d I am planning rather than esecuting. My bane baa 
always been a consciousness of ability, and impatienee of 
feeble results. Tlius I am easily discouraged and de- 
spondent. "Wlat I have done is a small part of wiat I 
can do." 

"When they had been married three or four 
months Mr. Ifeal had a peculiar illness, reeem- 
bling brain fever. There was always danger 
with him, from his delicate physical organization. 
of brain trouble, the mental development being 
very disproportionate. From the prostration of 
the fever he recovered ; and though to the casual 
acquaintance he seemed quite well again, yet 
the balance was never restored. On some sub- 
jects a settled mania continned, and there wera 
mtorvals when reason was quite unseated. 

How Alice bore herself in this terrible trial, 
must be gathered from two records — one made 
in her journal, and the other in a note addressed 
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by Mr. Ifeal to her sister, nnder date of Hay 
13th. She writes: 

" My journal has always been a aolane ; may it be so 
ttow, for truly I hare need of a comforter. When I com- 
menced thia volume I was full of hope ; a nev day, the 
brightest of my life, was dawning, ITow it wonld seem 
as though hope had forever left me. My hnahand is, I 
fear, incurably insane ; a fate more terrible than my 
imagination could have pictured. God only knows what 
he is euffering, I, his wife, who am with him night and 
day, cannot tell a tithe of the agony which makes him 
weary of life. 

" 'It ia hard to leave you, my own Alice,' he says; 'I 
dare not think of the parting with my poor mother. Yet 
wonld that I might end my despair ; would that I could 
sleep in peace.' 

" And then Le reproaches himself for bringing mo 
from a happy home to a scene of so much present and 
future misery. In vain I tell him tliat I have strength 
'to hope all things, suffer aU things; ' that I know he 
will recover, ' Every dark cloud has its silver lining,' ) 
say. This is, perhaps, hut the shadow of that dreaded 
'first year,' of which we often spoke, 

'"Poor child,' he replies; 'would to heaven it were 
so for your sake and my poor mother's. Oh, Alice, tiiat 
you should love me so well ! Promise me the day shall 
never come when you will curse my memory, when you 
will say, "he was the dostroyev of my peace.'" 
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"My hasLandl would to God tbat I could die iiA 
thee ! Perhaps I do not know my own iieai-t, but now I 
feel sure that I could die calmly and happily, did I know 
that my death would restore to him health and hap- 
piness. 

" Most tcrrihle of all — none hnt myself know the 
fatal secrete I must hear mj fear and its anguish alone. 

" I knew I was too happy — that some fearful gloom . 
was hanging over that hridal — even though my heart 
fiunted with escess of joy. 

" I will try to banish this fear. It may be that we 
are hoth deceived ; that my husband will yet he restored 
tome. 

'"Father, if it he possible, let this cup pass from mo.'" 

In the note to bia Bister-in-law, Mr. Neal 
writes : 

''I intend this missive as a humble companion to the 
more extended remarka and observations of my good and 
dear Alice, wishing to say to you that she makes the best 
of wives, and espednlly as regards good temper, an ac- 
commodating spirit, and very groat forbearance, which 
perhaps may a little surprise you, as she has been terri 
bly tried by my afdietion, which has been a long, pro 
traoted illness of a singular character. Give her credit, 
then, ea I do, for the exercise of the most Christian vir- 
tues, and love her more for the bright traits of character 
which trial has educed, perhaps as much to her own snr 
prise as to the gratification of others." 
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Two or ttree months more went bj, and the 
troubled spirit of Joseph C. Neal waa at rest. He 
died suddenly, and just aa bis friends, and even 
himself, bad begun to hope that the cloud might 
be lifted, and bis mind restored to perfect seren- 
ity, lie was qaite conscious of his condition 
during intervals of more or less length ; and, as 
the preceding extracts have shown, talked of it 
with bis wife, and understood and loved her the 
more tenderly for the streugth and deepening 
love which bis situation created in her. 

But at last the silver cord was loosed ; the 
beautiful mind was no more shrouded in the 
clouds wliich the suffering body cast over it, and 
the gentle and loving lieart lost its pain as it 
grew cold in death. 

The aged mother lost the object of a life's 
devotion ; the young wife, one whom she rever- 
enced and loved with the fervor and romance of 
her age and nature. They clasped their arms 
about each other, and resolved henceforth to 
abide together in the home made sacred to both 
by the memories of their beloved. In their 
agony they were yet not uncomforted. for it 
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had been made plain to them that his life would 
never again be unclouded, and they knew the 
time might come when they would both covet 
for him the repose of the grave. 
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TEE FIRST YEAR OF WIDOWEOOD. 

^HEKE is no record immediately M- 
lowing Mr. Neal'a death. Alice 
was long recovering from the shock. 
The strain upon her nervoos sys- 
tem could not hut be severely felt for many 
months, and the bewildering effects of her sud- 
den bereavement were almost paralyzing. But 
the record made on her next birthday will tell 
the story better : 

"SKrT.13TH,l«J. 

"My twentietJi liirtliday, so long looked forward to, 
finds me a childless widow. It is nearly two montlis 
siuce my poor liusband was laid at rest, free from mental 
suffering ! fi-ee from fear of death I ' He may not come 
to me, bnt I shall go to him.' 

"Thanks and great glory to the Heavenly Father, 
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who has given me streogtli to bear the sliarp and won 
(lerful trials of the past year ; who has given, me peace 
of mind and resignation under this severest of earthly af- 
flictions. I, too, should have gone mad if I oonld not 
have praj-ed, if I had not the knowledge that Ho orders 
all things for my good. There seems to be a direct mes- 
sage Irom Him, to tell me that henueibi-th my life most 
be devoted to His service. 

" A few days after my husband's death, I entered the 
little study where we had so often read together. The 
Life of Madame Guyon was lying on the table. Scarce 
knowing what I did, I opened it, as the thought came to 
me that this was the last book he had spoken to me about 
We were, I am grieved to say it, laughing at what we 
thought her fanaticism, as it regarded her faith in special 
a of Providence in her behalf. 

" How kindly, yet how terribly, was God abont to 
it the truth of this to me ! 

" I opened the boot at random, and my eyes fell upon 
fl passage that desei'ibed my feelings exactly. I felt in an 
instant that I was directed to its reading, and I prayed 
that God would receive me as His child, and from that 
moment WOnld monld me to : His will. I remembered 
that it was jast a year from the hour when I had made a 
similar prayer and resolve. Then I had just heard of 
my poor Louise's death, my first great earthly loss. I 
do think that God has had me in Hia speciid keeping 
since that time I have been led away from my resolve 
by my peeuliai- position during the past winter, and 
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have forgotten to love Him, iu my absorting affection 
for my Imsband. But Ho is long-suffering nnd willing 
to forgive. ' Whom He loveih He chaiteneth, and gcourg^ 
eth e'om'y one wham Se remimlh.^ 1 have been bitterly 
flcourged and ciiaatened; bnt onct> more I tliank Thee, 
Oh my Father, that Thon hast made me to love Thoo, 
and to praise Thee for it forever. 

"I have so many kind friends who love me for my 
husband's sake, I am not loft destitute and dependent. 
I have health, strength, and energy to M the position as- 
signed to mo. I am dai3y fulfilling my husband's dearest 
wishes, doing all in my power to comfori^ hia mother. 
Would that I could do more to fii! his place! and his 
cherished projects will he carried ont through my aid. 
llis narao will hve, hia example will guide me," 

" Hotel, Sew Tork, Sept, 16<ft. 

" IIoiv great a change haa the last year wrought in 
me 1 How much of life was crowded ia its span 1 I have 
stood this day upon the spot where he first kissed mo in 
acknowledgment of our betrothal. I sat long upon the 
seat to which he led me, and where he placed this ring 
upon my finger to link me to himself. One year ago to- 
day, I met him for the first time, face to face. "We parted 
aa we met, each heart filled with unacknowledged affec- 
tion. Two months from that time, I was here again, i 
wa» hu viife, Now I sit here alone and sorrowful ; he is 
laid in his grave, and my bridal dress is exchanged for the 
garb of the widow." 
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Wlien ilrs. Neal returned to Philadelphia, 
it was to begin a life of eamrat and self-denying 
effort. Mr. Ideal's property was embarked in 
the paper upon which he was engaged. This 
investment hia wife preferred to retain, and she 
became one of the editors of the paper. Before 
this she had written editorials imder her hus- 
band's eye; now she was to act alone. Certain 
departments were assigned to her, and one she 
almost created in its freshened beauty and value. 
The juvenile department, called " The Bird's 
Kest," had many sweet voices issuing from it 
beside that of "Cousin Alice," as Mrs. Neal 
called herself when writing for cliildren. 

Some of the best female writers of the day 
contributed to the paper. Many of them had 
begun to do so before the death of Mr. Neal ; 
others were interested in the efforts made by the 
young widow to sustain the reputation of the 
Gazette in all points wliere she could, and th<!y 
gladly gave her all the aid in their power. Pannv 
FoiTester was no longer in this country, having 
been married the year before "Alice Lee" be- 
came Alice Neal ; but " Grace Greenwood," 
who was then making her fame, " Edith May," 
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" Eatelle," Mre. Eames, Caroline May, of New 
York, the Tuthills, mother and daughters, of 
Princeton, and others, some of whom have 
ended their career in the literary world, and 
some departed this life for a better, were the 
friends and co-laborers of Mrs. Neal. Their 
friendship encouraged her in many an hour of 
despondency, and when she felt the burden be- 
yond her strength, tlieir aid was given lovingly 



In " The Bird's Nest," several young writers 
iirst dared to let the world hear of them ; and 
some who are now fiill fledged, were then en- 
couraged and home up by the unaffected inter- 
est of Alice Neal. She became the personal 
friend of many a timid young debutante, who 
little dreamed tliat the warm sympathy she re- 
ceived came from one who was little in advance 
of her in age. 

There waa an unusual maturity in what Mi^. 
Neal wrote at this time, both in her prose and 
verse. A poem called " The Blind," waa com- 
mended, for its uncommon dramatic power, by 
some of the best critics of verse ; and if " poets 
learn in suffering what they teach in song," it 
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might weli have had a atartliug force and depth. 
Her youth was almost lost sight of in her posi- 
tion ; but this did not expose her literary efforts 
to unkindly judgment, and her successeB were 
numerous and gratifying. 

During all the excitement of thia career, on 
■which she had entered with her whole- energy, 
and which was at once so brilliant and so trying 
to one of her nature and age, Alice never lost 
sight of her noblest ambition. There was nothing 
so fascinated her as the briUiant social life that 
wooed her with its enticements, but there was 
nothing satisfying to her in this, and no praise 
yet touched in her the spring which could over- 
flow her soul with peace. During the autumn 
she writes in her journal : 

"I am stronglj- acted upon bj estemal influences, 
moved by the oinotiona of those ■with whom I converse, 
by word or in books. I have been reading this morning 
the life of Elizabeth Fry, a great and good woman. 
There comes to me again the feeling which has hannled 
me from my earliest childhood, that I am being moulded 
for some noble and holy mission; that I have passed 
through the sea of sorrow and suffering, that my feet may 
be more firm upon the dry land. 

" God has been leading me from tlie moment of inj 
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birth ; He has given me talenta and placed me in a posi- 
tion for their rapid and judjcioua caltivation. I passed 
years burdened with ill healtb, and in nncongenial sur- 
roundings. 'The blind has' again 'received sight,' and 
health is added to all other blessingg. I jeained to bo 
loved, and He gave me the affection of a noble and gen- 
erous heart, the nnreaei-ved teaching and eonfidenco of 
one whose nature was nnselfish and pure — wise as the 
serpent, harmless as the dove, I wislied for literary dis- 
tinction, and even now, while I am scarce a woman, my 
name ia beginning to be heard, 

" He baa kindly shown me the emptiness of this world's 
prdse, its treachery, and its deceilfulness. He removed 
from me my husband, yet softened the chastisement with 
so mnch mercy, that murmnrs died upon my lips, and 
were turned to praise for His infinite goodness. He was 
a father to the fatherless. He has been my support and 
treat in my early and lonely widowhood, 

" I have felt very hnrable and grateful this morning 
in reconnting all this, and it has seemed to me that J 
could yield my whole being into His hands to be monlded 
by Him, I have tried to pray in truth, that He would 
receive me aa a servant to do His pleasure. Yet I know 
that much of this emotion is simply the enthuaiaam of my 
nature, and that soon, perhaps to-morrow, I shall again 
be yielding to pleasure and ambition, I dare not make a 
resolution, I have so often broken the most solemn ; but 
I do pray most humbly that He will assist me in m^ 
Mrnggle to learn and to perform ray duty. 
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" I know that I am smrouaded by temptations oa al. 
wdes; my jooth, my position, and my ambition for a 
brilliant life, wiE be constantly leading me away. I do 
not strive sufficiently to learn tlie right, or to fix and 
confirm fie basis of my Christian belief. I do not feel 
tbat emotion wMcli otbera describe as love to God and 
my Saviour. I am too selfish in my life and in my pray- 
ers. These are confined to my own welfare and that of 
my dearest friends. I do not feel, witb the intensity 
which the subject demands, the situation of those who 
are without Christ, and the hope of life eternal. 

"I am wavering in my resolutions to do right, aud 
am too easily led by others, I am vaia— vain of personal 
attractions and ment'd endowment^ I am ^ivon to ex- 
aggeration, and have not a sufficient lerception of tlie 
beanty and holiness ot truth My vanity not only fills 
my mind with tiifling thonghti hut gives me a love of 
display and of universaJ admiration For a time at least 
let my diary be a bi, icon by a weekly record of my 
shorteomings in my attempts to lerve my Heavenly 
Father. In His strength anl not in my own I wonld 



Some weeks later there is anotlier indication 
of her struggle witi a fault which she had in 
common with most persons of a vivid imagina- 
tion. Her enthusiasm aided her imagination in 
the coloring she would give in her conversation. 
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She sometimes saw things, slie says, as ehe would 
like to see them ; "and it was very difficult to 
look so steadfastly that the iris-hues ■would dis- 
appear, leaving only the white light of truth." 
To correct this tendency, she strove against the 
ardor of her nature, encouraging any thing that 
dampened it — welcoming rehuffs even, and re- 
fraining from murmuring when humiliations 
came, as come they do to all who are prominent 
in society, and especially hefore the pnhlie eye. 
Her demerits were never long out of her mind ; 
and the reviews she constantly makes of her 
conduct, and of her motives, eould not fail to 
give her a wholesome self-knowledge, by which 
she laid the foundation for the superstructure of 
character which made her later years eminent. 
She says, under date of Oct. 10th : 

" No record last week. It had, aa usual, much to be 
repeated of, and I gained very little, only I hope I am 
gettiug a greater regard for truth, for 107 conscieaM 
checks me, eyeo at the shadow of its oppcaite. Still I 
romance a great deal. 

"Let it he mj care, if ever I have eliOdreo to train, 
that they are not led into deceit through fear, as I waa 
at one period of my life ; and may I never let them know 
that I think the thing possible. Little liar I How often 
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do we Loar the expresaion witL.out reflecting oq its coo- 
sequences." 

Afterwards she writes : 

" The Beiinon this morning was upon ' the love of 
God.' That ia what I do not feel. 

"'E,,' said I, as we came home from church, 'can 
you nnderstond the meaning of love to God 3 ' 

" 'I con,' he said. 

" ' Well, do yoii think jou love God ! ' 

" 'I do,' was his earnest reply. 

" Xow, what Ban be the emotion ? I am thankful to 
my Father in heaven for His doily mercies. I try to yield 
my will to His. I ask, when I pray, that He will make 
ine love Him, and do all my dntj hy Him. But there is 
something to which I cannot attain. It has been the 
enigma of my life ; and when I once feel a devoted love 
to God, and to His Son Jesus Christ, then I shall cease to 
doaht that I am His child." 

Tbk record is followed, as are many others 
through al! her later journals, by a written 
prayer. In this instance the petition is for hu- 
mility, patience, content, wisdom, and perfect 
sincerity. The simplicity, earnestness, and di- 
reetn^s of these forms, which, she says, she found 
of great service, and used from time to time, 
though she generally uttered a :pontancona 
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and extemporaneous prayer, are very marked. 
She was certainly learning to pray in the way 
in which ehe many years after directed a servant. 
She said then : 

" Those who desire to praj acceptaUy^ sometimes feel 
very Trahappy because their prayers are not bag enongh. 
We mast make it familiar to us, for without the help of 
GoJ we are erery hour itt danger. Tho'io who desire 
much, pray for much: those who are years ottering the 
petition, ' that which I see not, tooth tAoa me,' see their 
need of many things which are still hidden from you. 
Soo that your prayers are sincere, rather than lengthy, 
and fis frequent as may he. Some force you must nae 
toward natnral inclination, for that is not to pray at all; 
and blessed will you be when you have learned to he 
much in prayer." 

This wa3 her course from the time sho tegan 
in the darkness in which ehe now found herself, 
to feel her way to the Light. That she stum- 
bled much was not strange ; that sometimes the 
thick darkness appalled and discouraged her, 
was not to he wondered at ; that the inconsist- 
encies of her inner and outer life humiliated her 
continually, was only to he expected. 

On December 13th, her i 
vei^ary, she writes : 
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"The dreaded 'firat yearl ' how often we thought- 
lesaly used the exprea^on, ends to-day. This was tJie 
anniTersary that was to have heen a joy to us both, that 
waa to hare been kept ' with feasting and gladmess^ The 
first year of marriage would be passed : we should have 
had tune to study each other's character, to appreciate 
worth, to correct deficiencies. After this we were to be 
happy forevermore-~no clouds in our domestic horizon, 
no discords in onr harmony. One year ago I became a 
wife — sljil a chad in years and knowledge. 

" I tliink a vague presentiment of evil haunted mo 
from our first meeting. I see it as I read over onr letters. 
I recall my emotions when married scarcely two months, 
I wrote in this volume a prophecy of the struggle I am 
now undergoing. Little did we tlrink, as I read it over 
to him, how terrible the reality would be. ' Ton are a 
good child, Alice,' he said. I have just read a precious 
letter, in which he wrote, ' death alone part thee and 
me.' The parting came too soon. God only knows why 
we were deprived of the happiness looked forward to by 
us both. If it is that my life should bo dedicated to His 
service, I pray to be content, and for strength to bear the 
trials I ain, and constantly shail be, anbjeeted to." 

These trials were sharp indeed ; the record 
of them shows how thorny her life had become 
as soon as she stood alone, tingnided and un- 
it might well awaken questions of the 
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purpose God had in view in leading her through 
these rough ways. To those who knew her in 
her later years, it was made plain ; to her it was 
mysterious, except as she saw in it the loosening 
of her hold on the world. 
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HER STRTTOQLE. 

jjHE SO often alludes to the struggle 
she was going through, that it may 
he as wel! to define it a little more 
clearly. She was very young for 
the place she held before the world, very inex- 
perienced, and considered very charming. Her 
personal attractions and her conversational abil- 
ity have already been described : the interest of 
these was heightened by the romance of the 
events which had given her her position. There 
was a rare maturity about her, ,the result of un- 
common ability and insight; but her tempta 
tions, so fully set forth in her own language, 
brought snares to lier path, which only more 
tlian mortal foresight and prudence could render 
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A gentleman who was one of Mr, Weal's 
partners, and who was engaged with her in the 
settlement of her hushand's affairs, an astute 
man of the world, said afterwards in speaking 
of their connection : 

" Alice N"oal was the most remarkable woman I ever 
met. Young ^rl as slie was at tkat time, she oompre- 
lended the bnsiDess details Md hefore her, and showed 
a judgment in regard to them which no other woman I 
ever know could have shown — I might almost say at any 
age. She was a match for that proTerhially close-dealing 
man, ' a Philadelphia lawyer.' She would have made an 
adrairahio lawyer herself." 

Notwithstanding the impression made by her 
clear, strong mind, it was inevitable that youth 
and inexperience should make some grievous 
mistakes ; but taking counsel in all things of her 
husband's mother, and regarding as paramount 
to every thing her husband's interests and repu- 
tation, she was able to show much wisdom and 
judgment in the administration of his affairs. 
Upon her fair young shoulders came the burden 
which had fallen from his. Her Mends looked 
on in astonishment that she did not sink beneath 
it. In her need she rallied all the strength she 
4* 
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was conscioas of possessing; and tlioee -who 
looked to see her &int and fail beneath accumu- 
lated difficulties, saw instead tlie resolute oppo- 
sition to every encroachment of despair, the 
steadfast determination, based in her simple reli- 
ance upon the source of all strength and courage, 
"io endure unto the end," and accomplish the 
work that was giren her to do. 

No words could do more justice to the prin- 
ciples which were now bo plainly operating on 
her daily life, than those which we quote from 
an article written hy one who knew her as in- 
mately as a person can he known, reviewing the 
course of a life so heneficent in its results. 

"Pew even of those who knew lier intimately, coui- 
pretended (he trials and struggles, the pi-ivations and 
temptations whioli she met and overcame. The natural 
tendency of her temperament was ease-loving and self- 
indulgent. She had a keen enjoyment of all beautiful 
and luxurious things, a taste for social pleasures, and a 
perfectly nataral consciousness of the admiration which 
her heanty and vivacity never failed to elicit. Yet with 
all this, to tempt her away from the path of self-denial 
and sacrifice which she had chosen, the instancea in 
which she swerved from it are few and far between; 
while the records of her salf-forgetting labors for others 



,1 Google 



HSR STRUGGLE 83 

come in troops. That one and aaother might he supplied 
witli needed comforts, she denied herself every thing but 
the wmpleat necessaries, and much that would have heon 
considered indispensahle by a majority of judges. Her 
dress, her table, the furnishing of her house, every per- 
sonal Burronnding, evinced the same principle of economy 
in opposition to natural tastes ; but in spite of the rigid 
simplicity enforeed, there was about all an air of grace 
and refinement, which was perfectly inaeparahlo from 
her, and with which every thing she touched was at onoe 
invested. 

" This subtle attribut* was one of her chief charms : 
those who knew her auffidently to appreciate the deli- 
cate shades of her character, will recognize it readily, 
and remember how all-pervading it was." 

There are many who will recall with pleas- 
ure the rooms iu their house in Seventh street, 
where assembled from time to time her hus- 
band's friends and her own, and her admirers, 
for some there were whose professions of admir- 
ation had little of friendship in them, as we, 
shall see. 

In the drawing-room, at the window farthest 
from the entrance, was seated Mr. ITeal's mother ; 
after a certain hour in the morning that high- 
bached, morocco-covered easy chair was rarely 
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vacant. Beside her on tlie deep window seat, 
and about her on chairs and small tables, were 
the latest papers and reviews, American and 
foreign, giving this remaj-table old lady intelli- 
gence of a world in which her intei-est was as 
fresh as it had been fifty years before. The 
Italian clock on the table kept no better time 
than Mrs. I^eal in her daily routine, nor to the 
casual visitor ecemed more mechanical. But a 
quick eye and a fine sense of propriety lay be- 
neath this calm demeanor, and nothing that oc- 
curred was lost upon her, as Alice flitted about, 
or her visitors came in and went out. 

There were pictures on the walls, books and 
pictures on the tables, an open piano, a shaded 
lamp — everywhere article of mrtu, in keeping 
with the tastes and pursuits of the two ladies, 
and the marked individual air which their eur- 
ronndings always possessed. ■ 

Opening from this large room was a smaller 
one—the attractive library and study, with its 
rows of choice books on the shelves, occupying 
one side of the room, the etag^re alao filled with 
books, but crowned by a tiny work basket, show- 
ing that the habitual occupant of the room was 
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a woman, and a disposition of easy eiairs and 
liassocks, which was always inviting. The par 
pers on the table beside the open desk were al- 
ways in the nicest order ; the weights and clasps 
everywhere about the room held no ill-assorted 
and earele^ly-arranged treasures ; every thing 
was exquisitely neat and truly feminine, A few 
pictures and ornaments were gracefully disposed 
about the apartment, a vase of flowers usually 
found place on some table or stand; but the 
room took its character from its book shelves, 
and its occupant, who sat writing generally on a 
little footstool, her portfolio in her lap, and her 
Bible on the chair beside her, indicating to a 
close observer what always preceded her morn- 
ing's work. 

Miss Leslie, whose fame was of years' stand- 
ing, was a very sincere friend of the young 
writer, giving her always the advantage of her 
experience and shrewd observation. It was an 
event in Alice's life when she made the ac- 
quaintance of the author of " The Atlantic 
Tales," which had been one of the favorite books 
of her childhood. A elear-siglited and society- 
trained old lady as she was. Miss Leslie, with 
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her keen insight and her wise couneels, was a 
friend with whom intercourse never lost its zest 
for Alice, Tears of life abroad, association with 
eminent literary persons and artists in England 
and in this country, the artistic training which 
Charles LesKe's sister wonld be likely to hare, 
tlie philosophical development which was the 
natural tendency of her mind, and which the 
sister-in-law of Henry Carey had opportunity 
to cnltivate, combined with her native shreird- 
ness to make Miss Leslie's friendship au untold 
advantage to one who was finding material for 
her work in the same channels, though using it 
BO differently. Mr. Carey, of whom we have 
spoken, was very kind to the young aspirant ; 
Dr. John Hart, a fine scholar and good critic, 
admired and praised her ; Krs. Peters, the ac- 
complished wife of the British Consul, a lady of 
taste, culture, literary association, and social 
preeminence, served her with firiendship and 
warm interest ; indeed all were her friends, in 
the literary circles of the city, who were capable 
of appreciative and disinterested friendship. 

But there was a shaded side to this fair pic- 
ture. That Alice Neal was young and admired, 
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was enough to make the malignant and enviotta 
critical. Her succeaa was bitter to some — the 
admiration she excited in society, to others. 
There were plenty who would flatter her, and 
mahgn her with equal fervor, and she had, in 
her inexperience, no test by which to try them. 
There were some wiio were older adepts in social 
life, who appealed to her lore of pleasure, and 
Inred her by temptations to frivolity, that .they 
might gratify their own contemptible basencas 
of nature, which would have looked coolly, if 
not complacently, on the havoc they might havo 
made with her happiness or reputation. 

She freq^aently visited New York, where her 
only brother now resided, and became acquaint- 
ed while there with Miss Lynch, Ann S. Ste- 
phens, Mrs. Seba Smith, and others belonging 
to the literary cliques which these writers repre- 
sented. Such associations with those to whom, 
as a school-^1, sho had looked up with the def- 
erence their genius inspired, was perfectly de- 
hghtful to her. The excitement of these visits 
was great, and to her youth, and the eelf-enforced 
severity of her hfe, not always wholesome. 

In one of these viaita she overheard, at a social 
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party, a remark -wliieh opened her eyes to tlie 
baseness from which a love of gossip springs, and 
to which it leads. Her own name was nsed in 
a manner which startled and wounded her. In 
the strength of the pain she suffered, she at once 
resolved to conrt an investigation, which shonld 
enable her to define her position, secure her 
standing, and sustain herself. The record of her 
conversations with those whom she had consid- 
ered her friends, is most pathetic, when we re- 
member that a young, warm-hearted woman, 
almost a child still, had thus to take up her own 
cause. She traced the falsehoods to their sources ; 
in some cases it was to remarks made about her 
by those in whose protestations of friendship she 
had trusted; and to whom she had yielded her 
confidence. In a conversation of some hours 
with such a person, who finally dropped the veil 
and allowed herself to be seen in her true colors, 
Alice learned unsuspected lessons of life, and the 
vanity of social distinctions and professions. She 
saw how treacherous had been the quicksands 
which, in her ignorance, she had mistaken for 
the solid land, and how narrow her escape, which 
Bhe regai-ded with unfeigned thankfulness. This 
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most prominent failure was not the only one slie 
had to face ; and she might have heen siet at 
heart, with all her philosophy and courage, if 
some had not home the ordeal and proved them- 
selves true and noble. But it would seem from 
the record, though Alice herself left the impres- 
sion unwillingly or unconsciously, that some of 
these even had been wanting in the moral cour- 
age, which ia one of the most prominent ele- 
ments of a worthy friendship. 

It is a matter of wonder to all true-hearted 
people, how a friend can see another, whom she 
might influence and guide, to whom her wisdom 
and experience would be untold treasures, drift- 
ing on the rocks that lie unsuspected beneath the 
smiling sunshine, and in the summer seas. If 
the whole story of tliis period of trial could be 
given in the simple and touching words in which 
Alice has recorded it — " for a beacon," she says, 
"to myself" — it would be a potent rebate to 
the selfish and cold-hearted, no less than to the 
false and malignant. The world is fuU of those 
whose calm natures and narrow souls are never 
tempted over the line of propriety, and whose 
sharp eyes are ready to detect the first footstei> 
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beyond it, -while their souls are filled with a vir- 
tuous indignation, " which points the moral and 
adoma the tale," with which they are so ready. 
They forget the new conunandmenta our Savionr 
gave, and remember only the severity of the law 
■which has appalled them into virtuous lives. 
Loyalty, tenderness, and charity are as imknown 
to them as tlie propensities which they criticize 
with so much zest. 

And, besides these vh-tuous souls, are the in- 
efficient who shrink from the exertion, the cau- 
tious who will not interfere, or are afraid to 
commit themselves by counsel; and those of 
still colder natures, who watch with curious eyes 
the mental and moral processes they do not care 
to interrupt. Ahce, earnest, ardent, courageous, 
and demonstrative, was a fine subject for such 
critical review and examination. 

She shrunk from no test, however painful, in 
the search for truth npon which she had entered. 
It cost her her trust in some whom, in her igno- 
rance of their nature, she had counted friends. It 
coat her an agony of anxious effort and suspense, 
and an amount of courage which proved the sin- 
cerity of her purpose. It cost her humiliation 
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and heart-sinbing, but it brouglit lier treasures, 
■wisdom that one can only learn after suclx ex- 
penditure; a knowledge of human nature, "which 
is only acquired hysuch opportunities ; a power 
of self-restraint, which brought baet some of the 
reserve of her younger years ; and some friends, 
■whom she could henceforth trust through all her 
life, however varied its course. 

She saw how she had been misled by the 
ignis fatuus of worldly friendships, how she had 
mistaken flattery for appreciation, professions for 
worth and honor ; she saw herself misrepresent- 
ed and blamed where she knew her motives had 
been pure and "worthy, for her very good was 
evil-spoken of, and a weaker nature would have 
succumbed to the fierceness of the attack. 
But to her this was a seed-soioing frcm, which 
the world reaped a harvest of sweet couThsd, mul 
a wisdom dvovrm in its chaHty. "Well might she 
say of herself, that she passed through deep wa- 
ters, that her feet might be firm upon the dry 
land. 

" Never," she writes, " was the gootbiess of Goil more 
manifest in all the dealings which my life shows. It was 
very hard ; no one can ever know what I suffered. I saw 
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how a careless word or action had snfBced for a founda- 
tion for their ill report ; how often, in the simple con- 
aciousnesa of my integrity, I had been rash, and had 
so appeared defiant in action ; how my vanity had some- 
timea betrayed me ; and my very freedom from tie faults 
I enconntered in o h s, h d mad m gi d d I 

was nnsnspidona. al n nnin te n 

narrowness and pn3,hh pbs 

safeguards. I hay n d h d h h e 

valne in losing mu h mp ai h d and, h w- 

ever, these lines in Th L B w 



Hath 30 lost by me. 

And some geuecona genufleiions. 

Which my spirit offered free, 

To the pleasant old conventions of our false Humanity.' " 

In her journal, under date of July 9tL,1848, 
she writes : 

" As this is the Sunday preceding the solemn anniver- 
sary of my husband's death, and, as I solemnly trust, of 
my spiritual birth, I have resolved to oonimence a review 
of my first year of widowhood, knowing no fitter prep- 
aration for that sad day of fasting and of prayer. I 
tnow the record will convict me of mnch that will bo 
bitter in recollection, as well as wrong ia comiaission, 

" First, with regard to my spiritual progress : let me 
look back and trace from the hour of my renewed dedi- 
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cation to God, all that Ims Lad any infiuence on my pro- 
fefision aa a Ohristian. 

"At first ttero was a constant straggle with fearful 
recollections of tie past, ausietiog for fie future, and pres- 
ent suffering. I depended too littlo on tte grace of God, 
too much on my individual strength." 

Then with a review of some of the trials which 
have been recorded, she says : 

" And so 1 prayed for true friends, and in answer to 
my prayer I found Mrs. T. and her daughters, who have 
been my best help in my religions life, who have conn- 
Belled, warned, and comforted me, Mrs. If. has done 
battle for me with some disposed to be malignant, and 
ilr. and Mrs. P. have told me of my faults and given me a 
aster's care. 

"Early in the spnng I paid brothei x visit. Once 
more I grew heedless and thoughtle's It was in Lent 
when I had solemn thoughts with regard to my dnty of 
joining the visible Church of Christ I conid not feel 
that 1 was a Christian although I was frying to act 
rightly ; but I tried feebly, and I could not resolve to 
g^ve up the pomp and vanity of the world. 

"At the commencement of Lent, my friend C, T. 
passed a morning in my study. She spoke to mo of my 
many temptations, and asked my conscience if I would 
not be safer in the church. I had no acquaintance with 
my rector, and no ai^quaiTifances with the exception of 
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my friend's family, who could at all encourage me in 
' weli doing.' I listened in silence, but resolved tie nest 
day to discover myself to Mr. Odenheimer, the Eector of 
St. Peter's, where I tad attended oliurch since Joseph's 

" On that day, after the homily had been read, I lin- 
gered in the pew, while a sense of snffooation came over 
me. I saw an acqudutanco cross the church, and apeak 
to Mr. Odenheimer ; wi.th sndden resolatioa I joined 
them. Car rector smiled pleasantly as I approached, 
and seemed surprised when he found that Mrs. Seal was 
before him. 

"I told him all. I poured ont my doubts and ray 
wishes. He listened kindly and attentively j he ' did not 
wish me to enter the Episcopal Church, unless I was fally 
decided in all points of its faith,' and he encouraged me 
to go on in ' well doing.' The woi-st effect of the morn- 
ing's conversation was that my vanity was stimulated. I 
began to think that I was doing well, and it made me re- 
solve to pray against miii glory. 

" In the wmter, when first praying to know my work 
in the vineyard, an opportunity offered for me to take a 
Bible class in a Moyamensing ITisMon School, The girls 
were from a lower class in society, profoundly ignorant, 
and I should even have said uninteresting. Gradually I 
came to love them, and to look forward to meeting them 
weekly with pleasure. I have them still under my charge, 
but I sometimes fear that I am a blind leader of the blind. 
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For tliose I pray that I maj be able to watcb for their 
soula, as one who must give account. God grant that it 
be not a fearful rendering." 

And liere comes the aliarp introspection which 
followed a second visit to l^ew York that year, 
the memorable visit which has hecu spoken of. 
In finishing her accoiint of the ordeal she passed 
through, she says : 

" I consider that God is answering my prayer for hu- 
mility, iut ill a way that I T^aA not expected. 

" Od the whole, I trace a Uttle improvement ; I hum- 
bly aeknowle^ my backshdings, with much neglect of 
duty ; and I confess that wherein I have attained, it haa 
been in the Diyine strength." 

She records a visit paid by Mr, Neal's mother, 
his eonsin, and herself, to her husband's grave at 
Laurel Hill, and says ; 

"So ends the anniversary of Joseph's death. The 
lirst milestone of my life is left behind. I am thankfnl 
for the panae beside it, for the straggle of the year, and 
for the calm which it haa bronght. May this coming 
year have a better record. 

" Lead me not into temptation. 
But deliyer me from eiil." 
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TEE TEKOn OF HER LIFE m rBlLABELFUIA. 

fN the autumn of 1848 Alice Neal agam 
risited Xew York. She speaks of 
meeting many of the literary people 
with whom she had had eo mueh 
agreeable intercourse in the spring. But she 
was becoming disenchanted, learning to distin- 
gEiah true from false friends, and to estimate 
rightly the meretricious brilliancy of much of 
the social life which had been so fascinating to 
her, when it terminated the vista into which her 
girlhood had looted. 

Some of the friends made daring this yeai' 
were friends for lifetime; they were those 
whose Christian principles made them not " of 
the world " in which they moved. There was 
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J visible in Alice the ennobling:; influonee 
of her new life; and she now began to interest 
and attract those who recognized lier earnests 
ness, and her serious idea of life, about which 
were twining the graces of a religious character. 
One dear friend, whose letters she kept very 
choicely, and whose gift of a"Eogatsky" she 
gratefully actnowledges, was of service to her hi 
many ways ; her very hfe of devotodncss, of the 
snblimest self-saeriflce, of cheerfulness under the 
sharpest trials, and courage when the unaided 
human spirit would inevitably have given way, 
and trailed its pinions in the dust ; all this was to 
Alice's sympathizing and appreciative nature a 
lesson of might, and strengthening, reminding her 
that she, too, " might mahc her hfe Bubhme." 
She often said, when speaking with those who 
knew the recesses of this strong, rich inner life, 
that she could not fitly express her acknowledg- 
ment to that friend who so unconsciously taught 
and so nobly enforced her lessons. 

In the latter part of the year, learning that 
Bome near and beloved friends and relations were 
going to Cahfornia, then a new world, where 
life was beset with perils, slio went over to New 
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York to give them " bon voyage," and up to 
Hudson in a violent snow storm, because sbe 
thought she might bo some comfort to those left 
alone by this departure. It was her peculiarity, 
that though very sensitive to weather-changes, 
and feeling intensely and pervadingly the influ- 
ence of the sullen or the stormy east wind, or 
the despondency hrooght by the warm south- 
west, she was never deterred by fierce wind, or 
driving etorm, from the accomplishment of any 
purpose -which she might have in her mind. 
Indeed, when the violence of the weather 
amounted to an obstacle, it was sure to rouse in 
her those qualities with which she was alwaya 
ready to confront " the lion in her path." 

The principle of duty was coming now to be 
the spur of her life, and it made her indomitable. 
The records of the resolute manner in which she 
henceforth performed aU duties, especially those 
toward the sorrowing and comfortless, would fill 
this volume, if such a record had been kept. 
But little is known of this, except such instances 
as abide in the hearts of those she served, or in 
the memories of those to whom accident revealed 
tlie secrets of a life " spent in bearing the bur- 
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dens of others." Her journal has rarely even a 
casual mention of such service. Aa an intimate 
friend said of her years after — " the right hand 
could not know what the left was doing," so del- 
icately and privately were her eelf-denials, sa- 
crifices, and charities performed. 

It was while she was in !New York, at this 
time, that she made the acquaintance of Hr. 
Haven, in whom she hecame interested, at first, 
from the circuinatance that he also was just leav- 
ing for California, He was at once one of her 
admirers ; hut this was not noticeable, for these 
seemed to spring up in troops wherever she 
ahghted. But before he sailed, the aecLuaint- 
ance had taken a warmer character, and she had 
been induced to partially respond to his feeling, 
and to give him a promise to correspond with 
him while he should remain in California. He 
was not a religious man, and her gift to him at 
parting of a well-marked Bible, was very char- 
acteristic. 

The engagement into which they entered 
was so partial, and so entirely private, that she 
returned to Philadelphia, and lier life went on 
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as before, this interest sending no visible ripple 
over its surface. 

Soon after this, Read the artist was engaged 
to illustrate a volume of " Female Prose Writ- 
ers," which Professor Hart was to edit. A crayon 
drawing was made of Alice, which was engraved 
in London, and which, with others, adorns that 
volamo. It is an idealized picture, but to those 
who saw the spiritual luieaments, the most sat- 
iafactorj picture that is left of her. 

In speaking of her in this volume, Professor 
Hart says, in reference to her life with her hus- 
band's mother: 

" To this excellent woman, now scventj-two years of 
age, with a filial love like that of Kuth to Naomi, sbe 
has said, 'Itcillneve!: leave thee nor foraaie thee.'' Since 
the death of Mr. Neal, the two ladies Lave eontinned to 
live together, the younger gi-acefully acknowledging the 
rich stores of experience, the varied reading, the fine 
tastes, and jndioions eonnsels of her aged companion, 
which have more tiiaa compensated for her own more 
active csertjous. 

" Mrs, Neal is one of our youngest writers, and what 
is of moat favorahle omen, shows, m her writings, con- 
stant signs of improvement. In the language of a con- 
temporary critic, who writas on this suhject con amove, 
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and whose opinion we make our own, 'Her poetry has 
more maturity than her prose, for the gift of song comes 
to the bai'd as to the bird, du-ect from heaven. Polish 
and metrical correctness may he added to gomiine poetry, 
but it is donhtfid whether the fount he not as pure and 
Bparklins at its first gnsh, as when quietly flowing on in 
a deeper stream. Mrs. Seal's prose contributions are 
cotttinually imprOTing, and the knowledge which, with 
□noommon industry, siio is constantly acquiring, will en- 
large her sphere of thought and illustration; and better 
yet, the rehpous tenor of her writings shows she is 
gnai-ded hy principle, which wiU strengthen her intclleef, 
and make her in after years an ornament and a blessing 
to onr land.' " 

The reference made Ijy the Professor to the 
relation existing hetween Mrs. Neal and herself, 
19 gracefully alluded to in a sonnet which she 
used as a dedication to the hook, bearing the 
title of " The Gossips of Eivertown," This was 
in two volumes, and the second was chiefly com- 
posed of stories and poems — the only collection 
of the hind she ever made, though she might 
have filled many volumes in this way. 

" The Gcesips of Eivertown " is the only 
book she could ever wish unpublished. The 
feeling in which it originated has been explained 
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in a former chapter; and yeM^ after its publi- 
cation she tried to purcliaae the platea and sup- 
press the work, because of the personalities in it 
into which she so sincerely regretted having been 
betrayed. It is the only record which ehows 
what control she needed to exercise over her 
perception of the ludicrous, and her remarkable 
power of sarcasm. She was so humiliated, how- 
ever, as she became conscious of the indulgence 
in which she had allowed herself, that she had 
no satisfaction in the very decided " cleverness " 
she showed, and of which, as well of the other 
traits mentioned, there is no other striking evi- 
dence. She always spoke of it with pain and 
mortification. The sonnet alluded to should not 
bo lost, however : 

"As Rnfh of old wrought in her Mnaman'a field, 

From tho uaeven stubble, paiiently 

Gathering the corn, fnll hands hud lavished tree. 
Nor paused &om wind or sun her brow to abield— 

So have I gleaned where others boldly reap ; 
Tbeir siekloa flashing in the ripened grain, 
Their Toices swelling in the harvest strain. 

Go oa before roe up tho toilsome steep. 
And thus I bind my sbeaf at arenlide, 

For thee, my mora than mother ; and I come 

Bearing my burden to the quiet home, 
Where thou didst welcome me, a timid bride ; 

Where now thy blessed presence, day by day, 

Cheereth me onward in a lonely way." 
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The time- was coming wlien Alice bad re- 
solved to disclose to the world her religious 
standpoint ; and we find the following entry in 
her ioamal : 

" A bright and boantiful Sabbath, yet I indulged in 
indolence ; and as I was preparing for ohuroh in a gust of 

passion, , as usual, the provocation " (alluding to a 

porsOD in the family who was a great trial to hor), " my 
mind would wander in prayer. It is the third Sunday be- 
foi-eLent; at the close of that solemn fast, I hope to be a 
member of the Church of God, Let me remind myself of 
the necessity for mcreased watchfulness, lest by any 
means I bo drawn again into the world I have so nearly 
renounced. Let me prepare for extraordinary temp- 
tations. 

"I had some of my Sunday-school class present this 
morning. I hope I am tbankfnl for this, the more that 
they seemed interested in the subject of the lesson, which 
was prayer. Through a remark of one of the girls, I saw 
more plainly than ever, the evil of letting the thoughts 
wander in prayer. I proposed to her as I have to my- 
self, the habit of praying alond, from which I bare al- 
ways shrunk, I tried to pray for them on my return 
home, as well as for S, and T, and my brother. Let me 
choose these, with my class, aa subjects of earnest and 
special prayer for the year," 

"El, but worked on; ayisitor came in, and I wasnot 
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as careful aa I must be ; I must not ti-ifle, even by a look. 
If over I overcome this groat fault of my life, I shall feci 
as if a victory waa won." 

"Visitors aD the morning— Mrs. Haie, Judge K., ' Kato 
Campbell,' Mrs. E., 0. M. Then a maAa lesson, I have 
tried to tMnk in all tliis whirl ; I have so many inter- 

"I had an excellent class. I feci encouraged. Oh 
that I may do my whole duty to these dear ^rlsl I do 
thinlc my mind wanders less in prayer, and that I ain able 
to pray more earnestly. Let ma remember to watch as 
well as pray." 

Sho then goes on to speak of the impression 
produced upon her mind, when coming from 
ehurch, by meeting group after group, some of 
them evidently " taking sweet counsel together, 
aa they came from the Honse of God in com- 
pany," while she walked on solitary and lonely. 
She certainly found little encouragement amongst 
her habitual associates, to lead the elevated spir- 
itual life to which she aspired, and which alone 
seemed to promise her satisfaction and peace. 

She had another source of discomfort now — 
it was iu remembering her promise to Mr, Haven, 
and the anticipation that the consummation of 
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ber engagement, "whenever it might eomc, would 
oblige her to leave Mjs. Neal, She tries to allay 
the feeling of disturbance, by reminding herself 
that it is too far in the fiittire for her to suffer 
real distress, as she eould not fail to do, if she 
expected soon to leave her to whom all the re- 
membrance of her husband, " her best friend," 
as she never failed to consider him, bonnd her. 
Tears at least were before her, during which she 
might remain with the desolate mother. To 
comfort and brighten that lonely life, she was 
wUling, while her strength held out, to encoun- 
ter toil and privation, if necessary. There were 
many satisfactions in her life ; there was pleas- 
ure in the appreciation she received, in the hon- 
est friends she culled from the many proffer- 
ing friendship, in the aid she could afford to 
young writers, and in the substantial assistance 
she was able, through the increasing remunera- 
tion her pen brought her, to extend to those who 
were in need. She had not yet grown weary in 
her routine of life ; tut if the prospect of an- 
other sometimes flashed over her' mind, where 
eke would be guarded by a sheltering love, is it 
wonderful that, storm-beaten as she had been, 
5* 
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and as she might be again, slie should begin to 
dream of refnge and rest ? 

In addition to the stories, editorials, and 
poems that came constantly from her tireless 
pen, she wrote " Helen Morton's Trial," a story 
of a child's temporary blindness, which could 
not but be touchingly graphic, when she knew 
so well " that of which she affirmed." At the 
suggestion of her rector, she submitted it for 
approval to Bishop Hensliaw, of Rhode Island. 
The Bishop -^vrote very kindly and approvingly 
about it, for which she was most grateful. This 
was the first of a series of hooks suitable for 
Sunday-school use, containing the history of 
Helen JVIorton, and, with its companions, was 
destined to great popularity, not only in the 
Episcopal families which it reached through 
their publication society, but wherever pure and 
earnest religions teaching for children was valued. 
Among her papers was found a letter from a 
stranger, evidenUy a lady of culture as well as 
of piety, asking that a fourth volume should he 
added to the series, carrying Helen's life, with 
■ts lessons, still further. 

She planned also a volume of religious poetry. 
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collected from different sources, whieli elie called 
"Satbath Cliimes;" but some imtowardness 
prevented its publication. She also planned, to 
be executed by herself, a seriea of poems, to be 
entitled " Thoughts in Lent." 

These holy days of the church were always 
of peculiar interest to her. The spirit of this 
institution especially appealed to her. She 
prized all the associations, all "tho means of 
grace " which each season brought. There wa« 
only delight and comfort in the opportunities 
afforded her for church-going, for freedom from 
secular cares ; and through all her life we find 
her giving herself for this Lent or that, special 
subjects to be remembered constantly in sup- 
plication. 

" Ono week from tins morning is our Oonflrjnation. 
I do earnestly pray iliat I may be in a proper spirit to 
receive the rite. I am so near t!ie Zoar of the Chtirch, 
God keep me from looting back, and afterwards give me 
strength ' to escape to the mountains.'' The past week I 
have endeavored to set a -watch upon tie door of my 
lipa, hut have continnally forgotten my (dm. This shall 
be renewed for the week to come," 
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Having made up her mind to become a eom- 
municant at St, Peter's, she thought it her duty 
to work in its Sabbath-School, which would malio 
it necessary to give up her class in the mission 
school. This was a painful thing to do, aa she 
had grown to he much interested in her pupils. 
She informed the clergyman, who Lad charge of 
the mission, of her intentiouj and in a long con- 
versation acquainted Mm with the circumstances 
and state of mind of each scholar. 

Now comes a record of the day of her con- 
firmation, and the Bishop's address written down 
with her usual accurate memory of all she heard. 
She had not intended to partake of the commu- 
nion till Easter, but she felt constrained to do so 
on this day. 

The parting with her class was painful to all 
— the scholars weeping bitterly ; nor could she 
restrain her own tears. 

She recounts with much gratitude, that there 
waa no opposition made in the family to the step 
she was taking, hut that slie was treated with 
uncommon kindness and consideration by tliem. 
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very infereating class, and like it better than the mission 
school. I sat with my litOe people in chm'ch ; they be- 
haved well, and we are on the best of terms. I do believe 
I was intended 'to feed the Lambs.' Godgrant that lad- 
minister no poison with the ' sincere milk of the 
■fford.'" 
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EEB LIFE IJf PHILADELFSIA. 

» IFE WU3 taking on sterner aspects for 
Alice J7eal with every new year. 
One by one the delusions with 
which she had begun it were fad- 
ing into " the light of common day," Where she 
had found one worthy friend, she had proved two 
false, envious women and men whose disinter- 
estedness was only on tlie lip, if even its pretence 
was foimd about them. Their never large income 
grew smaller, and Alice toiled all the more in- 
defatigably, and sought at every avenue a chance 



L. A. Godey, Esq., of the " Lady's Book," 
" a gentleman amongst publishers," as a cynical 
writer once called him, when speaking of the 
difficulty writers often found in getting paid for 
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tlieir contributiona to our periodical literatiire, 
had been a Mend of JUr. !Neal and bis interest 
in the young widow waa always of the sincereat 
and noblest sort. Seeing her efforts, he gave 
her the encouragement of an offer for regular 
contributions to the pages of his magazine, and 
placed an editorial department under her control. 
Besides this engagement, she sent off stories and 
poema in every direction, working on her own 
paper meanwhile with the greatest assiduity. 
She increased the economy which already marked 
her personal expenditure, while the comforts of 
the house remained nnahatcd, and the number 
of those who were more or le^ her pensioners 
increased rather than diminished. 

Her suffering from attacks of headache be- 
came greater ; her strength was less, and the at- 
tacks more numerous and prostrating ; no great 
excitement or fatigue could pass without this 
penalty being incurred. She resisted the ener- 
vating tendency of such suffering with positive 
heroism — passing few days where work was not 
the rule, rest the exception. 

Her spiritual life was characterized by dis- 
couragements arising from a sharp sense of her 
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failures fu lier efforts to oTercome faults, and ty 
renewed energy in lier endeavors. A friend, 
one of the very few who were admitted to the 
penetralia of her sonl, writes of her in referena 
to her course at this time : 

"With her sweet plajfalneas, her outspoten variable 
feeling, her quick perception alike of the ludicrous, the 
nohle, and the good, her character was most fitted to en- 
courage thoae who, strcggUng with the iinpulsiveneaa 
and ex(,itability almost inseparable from delicacy of health 
and orgmizatiun, often feel aa if, in thoir very temper- 
ament (ki those who misunderstand it), there is apparent 
inconsistency with their deep and serious spiritual per- 
ceptions and aims." 

That she never gave up effort, under the in- 
fluence of any discouragement, temporal or spir- 
itual, was her distinguishing trait, and the secret 
of her final success. That the rebound was al- 
ways in proportion to the depression, showed 
the elastic power of her mind and the firmness 
of her underlying principle. She more and 
more excluded pleasures from iier life, and hent 
to her toil. She writes years afterwards : 

" I cannot trust myself to speak of the racking, dizzy 
headaches which would follow a restless night of wild 
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plans to get money, monej, not for myself— my wants 
grew less all the time, witli the narrowing of my personal 
ambition — but for tiioae whom I found I could aid, for 
the comfort of those I loved, as I was finding out, better 
than myself, for those whom God's providence was bring- 
ing into the line of my life. In a groat measure, I trieiJ 
to write first and find a market afterwards. I had three 
hitter and oruel (then cruel) disappointments before Kr, 
Appleton began to publish for me, or Mr. Godey hail 
made my oontribntions monthly. You do not know, no 
one can ever know, tho pecuniary struggle, close and 
sharp, of those two years. I stinted myself in every 
thing. Once to those who might, I thought, have shared 
one burden with me, my self-righteousness disclosed it- 
self iu a letter, which I have been ashamed of ever since. 
" From that moment I left off saying, ' Lord, what 
shall this man do ? ' I siud instead, ' Lord, I tMnk fkee 
that thus far I have f/een able to do. Do wit punish me 
hy leaving me to sit idle and see any want. If I ougbt to 
have help in the work I have undertaken, put it into the 
hearts of others, and provide them the way ; if not, let 
me rest content that it is my duty, not theirs.' I have 
prayed that others might be spared trials in life. As He 
put the deMe and prayer into my mind, so He has placed 
the power into my hands to avert these trials in some 
cases. Ho has in many ways pro'tpered me abundantly, 
and has granted me so many of my praj er=i, that I have 
learned to put away care for the futuie, and live almost 
entirely in the present ; and then I have such a blessed 
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trust for what time I am afraid as I remember the past, 
that now I am not conscious of ansietj for any thing. 
As some one said in a boot I was reading recently, ' In 
looking tiack, eren I do not see where the Btmggle has 
been,' " 

At this same time, writing to a person who 
was seeting a publisher in vain, she saya : 

"I think I see the wisdom of the returned storj. 
Success would have tempted yon beyond jonr strength ; 
beades, what time and strength you do have, God may 
have consecrated ^ to a vessel of honor,^ and He would not 
suffer you to waste on trifling stories what He calls for in 
Hia especial service. I feel this about yon. I have done 
80 ever sineo you took np your pen in earnest. I have 
always felt, when I was met so distinctly by a robuiF, 
that there was an angel in the way, though I could not 
see it there, and I ceased to beat the poor beast that re- 
fused to carry me — I mean of late, since I began to think 
how every moment and honr could he best economized. 

" Tour troubles ai-e those that hnrry, and worry, and 
unlit for mental productiveness, or exertion even. Ton 
should seek, for your health of body and mind, to lessen 
rather than to increase your engagements. 



" Get your John Milton, and read tlie whole of that 
for the fiftieth time. It is the greatest possible comfort 
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to me, Uiougli I nsTer can believe that ifiss Bai-rett did 
not write it instead of Mlton." 

These letters were written long years after 
the time in her life of -which we are speaking ; 
but they emhody the wisdom which waa the 
gain of these severe lemons — a wisdom which 
made her life broad and strong in its serene 
current, and which enriched all lives bordering 
on the stream of hers. 

In Kay ITth, 1851, she mates the following 
entry in her jonmal : 

" It is Sunday nigtt^a dropping rain without, mam- 
ma and I alone, the dear parlor lighted by tbo solar lamp, 
Joseph's ^ft that pleasant afternoon. The books, the 
pictures, the open piano : let me daguen-eotype the scene 
for years that are to come, when mamma is lying beside 
Joseph, and I have another home. 

" There ia an engraving on the table, Q proof of Mr. 
Famess' picture of myself, which has just arrived from 
London. Is all tJds real* the scenes I have passed 
through during the last five years 1 And here am I, 
driiting ont to an nntnown future, holding days as dark, 
perhaps, as some in the past, for youth and romance will 
have faded, and friends of to-day will bo afiir oiF, or dead 
then. 

"A person came here yesteiiday, who told me he had 
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Been my picture in a log-cabin out West, and tliat my 
little boolts ' were doing good,'' and that T was loved and 
prfuaed for thorn. My dreams realizedl But how is it 
with me! 

" E. and Mr, M. liave been in this evening, as they 
haye been every Sunday evening for the last five years. 
I have been cross, and rude, and uncharitable. When I 
think I am doing so well, pride and self-love are always 
ready to get the better of my good reaolutions. Tet I do 
think my principles art more clearly defined, my prac- 
tice not always guiU so fiidty But alas ! I am sti]l on 
the borders of sin, and alwavs in the midst of tempta- 

" This jom'nai is to me a series of waymarks, by which 
I trace the graduations of thonght and feeling which make 
mewkatlam. It is egotistical, of course ; but it ia meant 
for no eye but my own, 

"I have been to chnrch but once to-day. I have 
yielded completely to sloth. It is one of my great faults, 
ao many others spring from it." 

It was during tills year that her engagement 
to Mr. Haven became tnown. It excited a great 
deal of comment, and occasioned many stric- 
tures. There were not wanting those who 
thought or said that it would he most cruel for 
her to leave Mrs. Neal ; the consideration and 
sacrifice of so much bright life was forgotten by 
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them, in the monstrous possibility of lier finding 
happiness in any other course of life ! Then it 
could not hut occasion a remark that she whose 
tastes and principles were so marked should 
have bound herself to one who would have no 
religious sympathy with her, and no sympathy 
in her tastes, no appreciation possibly of the 
elevation of her life in its self-abnegation, and 
its perpetaal aspiration. In a poem called " Un- 
masking," having for its motto, " They call me 
heartless when I am only strong," she refers to 
her early bereavement, to the burden she had 
home so many years uncheered, and so often 
unappreciated, and then says : 

"And I go fortli alotts, to brave 
Life's falsehood and its scorn ; 
Kemembering that ila cold deceit 

Thou, too, hast nobly borne, 
And with a pure humility, 
Its offered honors worn. 

This thought hath made me strung to check 

The bitterness ot grief; 
Hath nerved mj heart to bear the pain 

Which Time brings no rcUcf ; 
Yd I am censureii iini lay lout 

For Hies hatJt leea oo Ir^ft 
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So brief! ah well ! I only ask 

The J ma J not have to bear 
One half the loneUness I know, 

One titho of my despair; 
Our Sariourfor his enemies 

Through daath-panga breathed aprayor." 

Alice Neal'a feeling for the husband oi' her 
jouth admitted no question. To the close of 
her life his name was uttered with a reverential 
tenderness ; but her loyalty to this dream of her 
girlhood, from which she awoke to life's reali- 
ties, did not enjoin upon her the inner solitude, 
or the toil, or the exposure to the blast, from 
which nothing would shield her now but a hus- 
hand's care, and love, and guidance. 

It was her peculiarity, that she judged al- 
waye/or hersdf of any important step she might 
have in view. She did not form her judgments 
hastily, or without looking at the question on 
every side, and especially without praying 
much over it. 

Having done this, all she could do, she would 
remain quiet, the question apparently nnmooted 
even in her own mind. This was in advance of 
the formation of a judgment ; she was quiet, he- 
cause she was watobing for what she considered 
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God'a leading. This method of procedure kept 
her often from asking ad\'ice when the asking 
was expected, and made her sometimes appear 
opinionated and arrogant. It was not uncom- 
mon for her to say : 

"I have been tiiiiking over my plans for M. Iiaust 
wait for light to see wliieh way to move. As I can do 
nothing bnt this, I will put tho matter out of my mind ; 
it would be only s, waste of time to go over the same 
ground again, when no couclnsion is possible at present." 

Her sister having passed the summer of 1850 
in Philadelphia, in the autumn of that year 
Alice accompanied her and her husband to New 
York, and spent a few weeks there during the 
sensation occasioned by the coming of Jenny 
Lind. She gave herself up with great freshness 
and sense of enjoyment to the charm of the 
music, and scarcely less to the interest she felt 
personally in the singer. An evening passed 
with her at her hotel was an era to Alice, though 
Jenny Lind singing Oast^i J)wa, and Jenny lind 
conversing in her deep, guttural tones, seemed 
beings of different mould and endowment. Her 
personal attraction consisted in the single-mind- 
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edneas of the fair Swede, the force and purity 
of her character, and her unaffected charitj. 

Tlie illness of her brother this year brought 
to Alice fresh care and anxiety, and -witli this 
came losses in business, " bringing care upon 
care, and sorrow upon sorrow," She occupied 
herself with striving in every way to accomplish 
her purposes. The tact which was so eminent 
in her, that it enhanced every attraction, and 
was, after all that can be said in description of 
her personally, the m<ffit magical of her charms, 
that which eluded the last analysis of her powers 
of fascination, was Iter best reliance in her busi- 
ness affairs. Energy, courage, and tact, were 
the elements of character which constrained suc- 
cess for her. 

Exerciaing these unsparingly, she did not fail 
to reap the benefit of them. She was able to 
effect an arrangement with the Messrs. Appleton 
to publish the first volume of her very popular 
series, called " The Home Books," Each of 
these had a proverbial title, and the title of each 
describes the phase of life in which it was writ- 
ten, and out of whose experience it grew. This 
fii'Bt book was " ISa sucli "Word as Tail." How 
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Bigntficant of the history of this year of endeavor, 
of disappointment, and of success I 

She also wrote, diiring this year, a second part 
of Helen Morton, which she called "Watch and 
Pray," a title as significant of the lessons she 
was learning in her spiritual life. 

She speaks simply, but pathetically, of the 
trouble she was having in regard to the Gazette ; 
for, clever and wise as she was getting to be, she 
was after all only a slender little woman, hardly 
out of her girlhood ; and her partners were astute 
men, themselves embarrassed by the precarious 
success of a literary journal. She wrote to her 
brother-in-law, who was engaged in the same 
kind of an undertaking : 

" It ia very pleasant to have a literary paper of one's 
own; but it is a very naprofitable iarestiaent, a most ex- 
pensive hobby, and no one tas any business to nndertate 
it on a smallor income than $35,000 per annnm ! " 

She says : 

"I have such depressing struggles in view of my daty, 
Bo much doubt about the future, that I sometimes do not 
sleep o' nights; but a clear trust in heaven fllternates 
with the wretchedness Tinspeakable— a trust as clear as 
the sunshine in the sky while I write, oloudlesa, satisfying.'' 
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On a scrap of paper without date, tut found 
in tliia volume of her journal, she writes; 

" I have often ihouglit what a mistake it was in nature 
to make me so small I With all the ardor and enthnaiaBm 
pent up in my heart, with all the wild fancy and impetu- 
oua, headlong impulse, the strong will, the self-centi-ed 
egotism, the power of endurance, and the strange and 
terrible scenes of my life, I should have had some response 
in my physical frame. I should have been strong, full. 
Yet I have no pride with which to arch a state.ly threat, 
or sweep the ground aa such a woman would. It is a 
defect in my nature that I have no Btrong pride ; the Are ■ 
is quickly kindled, and as quickly dies. It is a strangs 
thing that I have accomplished moat in the world hy an 
acquired virtue, by industry rather than talent" 

It will he seen how indomitable this induetrj 
was, as well as how imaelflsh the purposes for 
which it was exercised. Sleep and rest were 
her hest medicines when exhausted by fatigue 
or work. She always ate daintily and sparingly, 
but she slept aa heartUy as a tired child — a deep, 
dreamless slumber, from which she was roused 
with difficulty. Toward morning her sleep was 
Boimdest and most refreshing ; and often, when 
awakened, she would plead for a little mora 
time, and hence was almost always a late riser. 
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Ab is usnal with persons of her temperament, 
her evenings were long and bright, prolonged 
often to " the small hours," when life seemed to 
culminate, as if the chalice were then freshly 
brimmed with the richest winea. No one who 
saw her in these choice moods will forget their 
rare fascinations. It was hard to recognize in 
the morning— wakening slowly and reluctantly, 
like an unrested chad — the bright and sparkling 
being of the previous evening. Through aU the 
morning there seemed to be a slow unfolding of 
the earthly cumbering, each removal bringing 
its own gleam of spiritual life, till the charm of 
the bright soul was again revealed in its beauty. 

Hence she knew nothing of " fresh morning 
hours." Her first conscious impulse was " work," 
her first thought "duty." 

A friend who slept lightly, to whom indeed 
food was all that sleep was to Alice, remonstrated 
with her once on her late rising. 

" I sleep to live, as you eat," she replied. 
" Ton say you have no respect for me till mid- 
day. I do not think I have much for myself 
till some time after I awake ; nor then, till my 
epiritual nature is fairly roused. I have often 
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wondered if any one else was as bouHobs as I am, 
sometimes for hours ; my conscience fii^fc brin^ 
me to eonseioQsness. If it grows, and cliaracter- 
jzes me, and I liope to come more and more un- 
der its influence, I may yet be an early riser! 
But I tliink I stall be a compact of the virtnes 
by that time, over whom the flesh will have no 
Bway." 

Tet for years this lover of sleep, and of her 
ease, who coold so long defend her practice of 
late rising, was an early riser to . accomplish 
properly the day's duties, and to give time for 
constantly increasing e 
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WINTEB IW OSASLSSTON. 

fN the autumn of 1851 her brother-in- 
law, coming North, found Alice wear 
ried and depressed by the pecniiar and 
painful trials of that year. There had 
been no external flawing, but her wings were 
wearied with her long flight, and bruised by the 
buffetting with the storni of untoward circum- 
etances which had assailed her for some time 
past. Again, as in tho year previous, her rec- 
ord could have been " care upon care, sorrow 
upon sorrow." 

Yielding to the persuasion of her brother, 
and in consideration of the ill health of her sis- 
ter, rather than with the purpose of recruiting 
her own exhausted energies, much as she needed 
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this, sho returned with Mr, Eicharde to Charles- 
ton, in October, She did not intend to spend 
the winter there ; hut month after month went 
by, and it was late in February before she left a 
city -whose hospitalities had been so abundant 
and so grateful to her. 

Her enjoyment, never lacking zest while she 
had any strength, was very keen during this 
visit. Her name was well known, her little 
books were exceedingly popular, the story of her 
life was interesting, and " Mrs. Weal " was ad- 
mired and courted wherever slie appeared. 

I^ever was she personally more attractive 
than at this period. Her slight figure was al- 
ways tastefully and gracefully arrayed, although 
with a girlish simphcity. ISo persuasion could 
induce her to wear ornaments in her hair, unless 
occasionally a natural flower, worn with the 
careless ease of a child. 

" Mrs, !Neal is here," said a lady one evening 
to a guest. 

" Yes," replied the gentleman ; " I was told 
she was in the room, and have occupied myself 
trying to find her." 

" 01') y^n would never know her from anv 
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preconceived idea. She is in tbat group by the 
piano ; they are begging her to sing," 

" Ton don't mean that that young girl in 
■white is Urs. Weal, the writer ? I thought that 
was some bright young creature, just from school, 
fluttering her wings in society for the first time, 
though her ease of manner puzzled me. Such 
pretty little hands and girlish arms, and masses 
of brown hair put up so simply ; such a fresh 
bloom, and so unhactneyed in manner generally, 
I never would have believed it \ " 

She was very fond of riding, and, for health's 
sate, at the recommendation of her physician, 
she had been for some time the pupil, in Phila- 
delphia, of a celebrated riding-master. The fine 
weather of a Southern winter made the exercise 
charming. A gentleman well known in the lit- 
erary world as one of the most industrious and 
prolific writers in our country, called while slie 
was out riding one afternoon, and sat awaiting 
her return. 

She came in attired in her weU-fitting dark 
green habit, the " Jenny Lind " liat, then in 
vogue, surmounting the heavy braids which set 
off her youthful face, the littlo gauntleted hand 
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holding an iiilaid whip, making a tout ememhU 
that was as lovely as a picture ; bo the gentle- 
man thought, for his exclamation, as she etood in 
the doorway, was a spontaneous tribute — 

" A picture for remembrance I " 

And years afterwards, in Bpeabing of lovely wo- 
men, he would bring up the apparition that en- 
chanted him, as the most l)ewitching he had 
ever seen. 

Later, as she stood in tlie same dress in the 
deep embrasure of the window, the light of the 
sinking sun playing about her, the ajiimation the 
ride had given her, replaced hy the finer fire of 
the brilliant conversation into which she at onec 
entered with her vivacious visitor, " the picture 
for remembrance" was complete. 

It is not wonderful that such attractions 
made her a greater favorite even than her repu- 
tation as one of the most promising young writ^ 
ers of the day ; and, conscious of the pleasure 
she was giving, it was not possible for her to 
find less than the greatest enjoyment in society, 
especially when, as in that she entered in 
Charleston, the highest culture a 
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common refinement. Familiar with c 

ing circlea in Philadelphia and New York, she 

unhesitatingly gave the preference to that of 

Charleston, a preference expressed again when, 

years afterwards, she waa again a guest in the 

city. 

!No one who met her during the winter of 
'51, will forget "the fascinating Mrs. Neal,'' 
whose movements were paragraphed in the puh 
lie prints, whose Ion mots were repeated, who 
was always the centre of the most brilliant cirde 
in the room, who seemed too bright and happy 
to know any thing of the serious and shady side 
of life. 

She quite overturned the ideas commonly 
formed of literary women : so young, so bright, 
BO girlish and msoudmiU, was this one of the 
editors of the " Saturday Gazette," one of its 
publishing partners ! was this the stay, not sim- 
ply of her venerable mother-in-law, but of others 
widowed and fatherless 1 was this the writer of 
wise letters to young aspirants for literary dis- 
tinction 1 and, above all, was this the sad-hearted 
woman, already finding " the world recede," 

6* 
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while shewae fixing her gaze on the skies which 
alone were eatisfying, unchanging, and eternal ! 

So society saw only one phase. Every week 
a long letter was read in the quiet parlor in Sev- 
enth street, telling "dear mamma" what the 
truant had done during the week since the pre- 
vious epistle had been written. What visits and 
visitors, what rides and excursions, what gay 
gatherings in the evening, and what the result 
of her morning's occupation. 

These mornings were spent in work, no mat- 
ter how numerous and fatiguing the evening's 
engagements liad been ; and she not nnfreqnent- 
ly went to two or three parties, or a social en- 
tertainment after a concert. Every morning 
she wrote, sitting as usual, portfolio in her lap, 
on a low footstool, in the sunshine of the south 
gallery ; or, if too cool for tliat, by tJie crackling 
woodfire, which she considered one of the lux- 
uries of this Southern winter, and an inspiration 
in itself, after having had all her life only the 
sedate Northern anthracite. 

In these home letteiB there -wss, an odd mix- 
ture of business and pleasure. In turn she 
would consider and provide for the wants of the 
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family in Seventh street ; and another, almost 
as much dependent on her care and exertion ; 
and would give a faithful attention to the details 
of her business affairs. Her care, and fore- 
thought, and prudence, blended oddly with the 
graphic accounts of her gay life ; her d^criptions 
of society were like her talk, sparkling with bril- 
liant mots, and attractive from deft and grace- 
ful phrase. 

No bee ever made honey in the sunshine more 
industriously. She gathered material in her 
visits to tlie Orphan House for the most pathetic 
of her books, " Patient Waiting ISo Loss." She 
wrote descriptive letters for the " Philadelphia 
Bulletin ; " she kept up her engagement with 
Mr. Godey ; wrote constantly for her own pa- 
per ; and, when thia was done, gave morning 
after morning to fresh creations, as if she could 
not sufSciently fill up her time, and idleness or 
even rest were impossible to her. 

Her little nephew, a child of three years, was 
her playfellow when work was over : she rhymed 
and sang for him, and every evening, no matter 
what its hours held for her of social excitement, 
the child went to sleep with her songs lulling 
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him, or lier stories followiag him into his dreams 
Time spent by othera at the toilette, was not 
needed by her in her simple adorning ; and often 
the carriage at the door would find her still in 
the nursery with the boy. " Aunt Lallish " was 
Bweetcr to her than any greeting " Mrs. Neal " 
received. 

Though she had not time, nor did she dare 
to use her eyes for fine needle-work, she had a 
dainty nee of the needle. She one morning 
brought her sister ^ bahy'a robe, exquisitely 
made, which had ocenpied her during stolen 
hours. 

"When didyoa. find time for this, Alice?" 
" Oh, I made time, as anybody does who 
partieularly wants it, I find time for all I have 
to do, though I am not as swift as you are in my 
movements, and have a habit of taking ray cof- 
fee when yon are thinking of ringing for lunch. 
I must own to the complaceney with which I 
regard this exploit ; I am as much surprised and 
delighted with myself as I would he with yon if 
you had written a book. Won't baby's dimpled 
shoulders and arms he lovely in this ; I kept 
thinking of that all t!ie time." 
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She had great pleasure in the fine chimea of 
St. Michael's and St. Philip's, -which made the 
city atmosphere ripple with music on the Sun- 
day afternoons. Nowhere were bella sweeter 
than in this riTer-environed city ; and Alice's 
first realization of the capacity of chimes was 
here. Her sister finding her in the open gallery 
one afternoon, apparently lost in the delicious 
harmonies, said : 

" Are you making a worship of your enjoy- 
ment, and not going to evening service 'i " 

" Most certainly I am going to evening ser- 
vice. Mnsic like this makes me devotional ; but 
I need something more than this to go through 
the week with." 

" "What do yon mean ? " 

" Oh, I need to be strengthened all the time. 
This only soothes, makes me grateful, perhaps ; 
bnt my life is such a struggle, such a fight with 
temptations ; and then I must be made contrite 
for wherein I come short of the requirement." 

The disposition to indulge in rest in the af- 
ternoon of Sunday, was often alluded to with 
pain; and busy as was every week day, she 
never allowed herself the indulgence without 
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putting it dowB as " a yielding to temptation." 
"Wliile Blie had streiigtli for it, she was in the 
habit of attending eyery public service of the 
day, and through the week, during lent ; and 
at other times she was always glad when it was 
said fo her, " £ei v.a go'wpto tlie Souse of God." 
Certainly her " delight was in its courts." 

Her fondness for statistical information was 
manifested in Charleston. This was her first 
e of Southern life, and she made no 
I observations, but examined for her- 
self into details that few women consider. She 
filled many sheets with the result of her investi- 
gations. When asked if she expected to write a 
book on the South, she replied : 

" Oh, no ; but I had an opportunity to learn 
this now, and I may have nse for it some time ; I 
never like to trust too much to my memory, 
good -as it is. I believe I never neglect such op- 
portunities — I never dare to, I've grown relig- 
ious about that." 

She found time for this in the midst of oceu- 
pations which would have made twenty-fonr 
hours of daylight desirable. The Becret of it lay 
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in the directness with which she applied hereelf 
to whatever work was before her. She wasted 
no time in idle reverie ; she thought and worked 
to the jrarpose, utterly intent upon what she was 
doing, till it was accomplished. She made a 
plan in the morning for the day's wort, and lost 
no time in " drifting." Tliis was not only the 
secret of large accomplisliment, bnt of her work 
being well done when it was done. 

In Febmary she returned to Philadelphia, 
visiting Washington eri route. She writes to 
licr sister : 

" is here, ' lobbying ' I suppose it would lio 

called, if she were a man. She is using all lier cleverness 
to secnro an eli^ble post for her husband. I have great 
faith in tact, and great respect for it ; hut when an am- 
bitious woman ia Tisiiig it to push herself into a worldly 
eminence, you may be sure I learn a lesson. It is only 
another form of uQsorupnloua selfishness. Do yon thiuk 
I am uncharitable? — possibly. But be assured it is not 
the result of envy, aa for a moment I feared it might be 
wlien I first realized the hard judgment I was passing. I 
only know my impulse was disgust; and I appreciated 
tTosoph's shrinking from an acceptance of the many offers 
made to him of political position, or of advantages which 
his political services made it proper for him to accept, 
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when I come to see what company it brought a modest 
and worthy man into I 

"Toulangh at my interests in politics, forgettinj- that. 
I had. some training from ono who could have been emi- 
nent as a politician ; and you ask me to write to you 
'whether Millard ITilraore or TiUard Milmore is Presi- 
dent, and by what means he happens to be ia the ohair 
of State.' I understand what your affectation of igno- 
rance implies. Do not bo afraid of my knowing too 
much eveo to please yon, who have such a horror of wo- 
men dabbling in politics. If I had the disposition, Wash- 
ingtoa would euro me ; but what a place to gtudy hwnan 
nature here, tehere the eagemeiit of puriuit uiima»k» it m 
ernitinually. 

" , the Massachusetts idol, is a guest in the 

same famiiy with myself. I find myself watching him all 
the time, to see whether ho is sincere. A man taking so 
lofty and pharisaical a stand is bound to be unfettered by 
personal ambition, or any petty influence from within. It 
seems to me a terrible thing to stand up before the world 
at such an elevation, that only a demi-god could fully sus- 
tain himself. South Carolina resents no man's position 
as much as this man's. 

"After my little flutter in Charleston, it has been 
grateful to find myself in the shadow of stronger wings. 
Too much sunshine would be ruinous to me. I never 
should be able to save myself from a battei-fly's life, and 
— « lutterflyh fate. Tlie woi'ld grows more and more 
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unsatisfactory, CertMily I waa not mado for what la 
called plcasni-e, wHcli palla so readily, that I am lost in 
wonder at those who make it their life ; who have passed 
douhle my years in pursuing it here, and who must find 
in it a satisfaction which eludes mo 07en on the ereat of 
the wave." 
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5jHE benefit she derived from her 
winter at the South is evident in 
the different tone of the entriea 
made in her journal on her return : 

" Tliis has been a happy Lent, so far. I cannot but 
ooixtraat the bright prospects of this spring with the dark 
clouds of last. 

"All seems too fair, too calm. I am looking daily for 
something that shall mar. I only hope when the trial 
of my faith shall come, that I shall not ' charge Godfool- 
iakhj.'' At present it seems impossible that I should ever 
doubt His care and love. Then, too, I seem to hove no 
immediate temptations : home is so fair and happy, my 
days are so industrions and cheerful, my sleep is so sweet 
and sound. May God keep me from presumptuous sins." 

March 24th she mates a sweet record of what 
she calls " a Sabbath-day's journey." 
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Her feeling, in view of the return of Mr. 
Haven to tMs country, was very disturbing. 
Her winter of absence from Mrs. INeal bad 
ebown ber tbat ia lier extraordinary self-poise, 
" mamma," as sbe always called ber, was cbeer- 
ful, and apparently content even without her ; 
too reserved, and possibly too pblegmatic, to 
make it known even if she "wearied" for tbe 
sunahine ebe could not fail to miss. 

Then, too, anotber experience, wbicb was not 
1 to ber winter in Charleston, though its 
i had new enforcement tbere, made ber 
reconsider her present position toward Mr. H. 
She bad admirers wbose name was legion, some 
diffident and bopeless, as became those who ad- 
mired " a far-off star ; " others, presuming and 
bold in tbe earnestness witb which tbey regard- 
ed a possible future conforming to their most 
ardent desires. Her engagement, well known 
as it was, bad not prevented some aspirations 
wbieh annoyed her, and some wbose sincerity 
made ber unhappy, as sbe saw the pain ber dis- 
couragement caused. 

She writes on May 6th : 

"IhavejustSnished reading tlie life of Mrs. GoJol- 
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phin, I do not tnow when I have enjoyed a took so 
much. One rarely knows SO beantiful a character. 
There ia much in the hook that comes home to me now ; 
her doubts, to marry or not to marry, for instance. I 
have quoted part of this in a letter to 8., as expressing 
what I feel; hat tlie struggle is ended for the present. I 
seem to have given np all to the direction of our Father, 
who knows what ia best, £ir better than we ourselves 
can. I shall wait for some pldn token. My htishand 
will have more confidonoo in mc, when he sees that I 
cannot desert a duty for a selfish happiness. All things 
now, as heretofore, will, I am persnadeil, work together 
for onr good. 

" Another reason for liking the hook is, the example 
of strict watchfulness and constant devotion which it 

^TOS." 

" This week of temptation and ill-doing is bettor tliaii 
a deceitful calm — both the temptations that I most dread- 
ed and most guarded against. 

" Monday my devotions were hurried, because of bus- 
iness. I was successful, fortunately, but I was too tired 
at night to pray even. Tuesday it was buaness, and ill- 
ness again gave me no time. Wednesday vwn glory and 
egotism, harshness and bitterness of spirit. So on Thurs- 
day ; still no prayer, no regular reading. Fi-iday trifling. 
Saturday, was led, or rather, led myself into some of my 
worst faults. 

" Thoughts to be pondered: 
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"It must always be remembered tbat consistency is 
essential to a useful character. 'Withont it, many may 
love, but none will respect yon. ■ 

"Trne Lnmility, like every other grace, bo^ns like a 
P&, and incroasea like a habit." 

" Thongh written months ago, this will do for the 
motto for my yearly reyiew, to remind me in time to 
come of the prindpal virtues whidi I need— meekness 
and patience. 

" It ia five years to-day since my best fiiend died I 
Five years! Mamma sat here that morning, and I pnt 
my arms about her neck for the first time in my life, and 



" ' Don't send me away iW)m yon, n 

" ' Wo, Alice ; you must never go away from me,' she 
repUed. 

"And now the struggle is always going on! God 
direct me aright, is all I can pray. 

"Every day I find out more and more how much I 
owe to Joseph, and the trials that came through that 
love. He said once, 'Fe will show ITeelie a woman 
at twenty-five ; ' and to mamma, ' What a woman 
Alice will make 1 ' I wonder if I have half fulfilled his 
hopes. Oh, may God guide me as lovingly through all 
the trials that are to come, in whatever shape they 
may he. 

" Mammals scarcely changed since then. Who woidd 
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have telieved it possible! Slie loves me as ivell, or bet- 
ter tlian tlien, I know, 

" ' Mamma,' I said, a few dajs ago, ' any one to see 
mo wandering around wonld tbink me very idle,' 

" ' No indeed, Alioe ; they would wonder how snch a 
little body conid attend to so ranch.' 

"Dearmamma! I pnt it on recoi-d, not for the praise, 
but to recall your kind tone and smile. 

"My faults of character have deepened, I fear. In 
some cases it ia my fato to see the best, yet the worst pur- 
sue, I do hope I am gaining some gronnd against my 
besetting sins ; but others have developed themselves, 
which seem even harder to watch agdnst. I am leas in- 
dolent, and more irritable ; leas selfish ia great thinga, 
and more ao in my daily life. I dread life aa much now 
for its temptations aa for \\s trials." 



says ray iuraluable Thomas I Kempis. This morning I 
have found these sentences almost as helpfal, in the ninth 
chapter of the second boot : 

" ' Temptation going before is wont to bo a sign of en- 
suing comfort.' 

" 'Some comfort is given that a man be stronger to 
bear adversity. Then followcth temptation, lest he should 
be proud thereof. The devil sleepeth not, neither is the 
flesh yet dead ; therefore cease not to prepare thyaelf for 
the battle, for on thy right hand and on thy left are ene- 
mies that never rest.' 
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"During this last week I hava been much worn with 
nervous impatieaee and irritation. If I, not yet twenty- 
fiye years old, with so louch health and so many comforts, 
Bay, 'Oh, weary life,' what shall I be at fifty or seventy, 
or with poverty, or loneliness, or pain; or what is to 
keep me in the endeavor of the intervening years? 

" All last night this was in my mind : 

" ' If thon hast rnn with the footmen and they have 
wearied thee, how canst thou contend with the horses ! 
And if in the land of peace, wherein thon tniatost, they 
have wearied thee, how wUt thou do in the swellings of 
Jordan ? ' " 

In the autumn of 1852 Alice accompanied 
her sister, who was awaiting, at the North, the 
subsidence of the yellow fever in Charleston, to 
pay a visit to some young friends in Aceomac 
County, on the eastern shore of Tirginia. 

Her acquaintance with these young people 
was not yet personal, and had arisen in this man- 
ner ; Tlie " Saturday Gazette " had found its way 
to this remote part of the country, and faUen 
into the hands of a group of children, who were 
its eager .and emulous readers. All of them in 
the end hecarae -writers. The eldest of them 
sent her flrst contributions, with a humble little 
note, to Ifrs. Neal, the editor of " The Bird's 
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Nest." Tiie sweetness and uncommon finish of 
the steteh attracted the attention of the yonng 
editor, who praised it ; and in time, as more 
sketches and verses came, letters passed, and a 
strong mutual interest grew np between the lit- 
tle " Marie E." and her friend " Cousin Alice." 

By the advice of Alice, contributions were 
sent by " ifarie K." and her younger sister, and 
even a brother still younger, to " The School- 
fellow," a juvenile magazine published in 
Charleston by Mr. Eichards. He soon shared 
his sisters' interest in the young Virginians. 
Since Ahce Keal had first written to them, they 
had been bereft by death of father and mother ; 
but they were stiU living at " Mai^aret Hall," 
wards of then- eldest brother. Mr. Eichards had 
visited them in the spring of 1852 ; and it had 
been arranged that "Marie E." should spend 
the ensuing winter in Charleston with his family, 
Mrs. Eichards coming to Accomac for her on 
her way South in the fall. 

Tills she did, as we see, Alice bearing her 
company. The visit was one of rare interest to 
all. " Mai^ret Hall " was a very old mansion, 
which had survived the flood so memorable in 
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that part of the Eastern Shore ; and its thick 
walls, arched doorways, and iron-studded doors, 
seemed ready to resist another siege of the ele- 
ments. In this home", remote from all literai-y 
association, except such as their own household 
afforded, these children had pa^ed years of 
mingled study, play, and rornanco, till when the 
two sisters werenow just entering their teens,mere 
diildren still, their father's instruction had made 
them fine Latin and Greek scholars; and their 
well-endowed minds, with the sparse culture of 
a few periodicals, and some choice literary works 
which their father's library held, or which they pro- 
cured for themselves in the occasional opportu- 
nities they had to send to the cities, were already 
giving promise of ability and productiveness. 
The third of this trio, the brother, whose clever 
translations from the Greek, when be was only 
eleven, had been welcomed by the editor of " The 
Schoolfellow," was destined to a short life of won- 
derful brilliancy — dyinghefore he attained man- 
hood, though not before he had graduated witli 
honor at college, and had been admitted to prac- 
tice at the bar. 

The correspondence with these interesting 
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young people was three or four years old when 
this visit was paid. During this time " Cousin 
Alice " had heen friend, counsellor, and com- 
forter, and now she found herself looked up to 
with an admiring deference, aa toucliing as it 
was graceful. 

Driving over this beautiful country, wander- 
ing through its superb forests, visiting amidst its 
hospitable people, and leading these fwah spirits 
into new fields of literary culture, an autumn 
month sped fast for Alice. Hero at last was 
peme after all the turmoil of the straggle ; the 
world shut out, her soul grew strong. It was 
while here that she wrote the book whose mate- 
rial she gatliered in Charleston, The preface of 
" Patient Waiting No loss " is dated at " Mar- 
garet Ilall." 

" Marie E." did not go to Charleston. Cir- 
cumataneea developed themselves during the au- 
tumn which decided Mr. Kichards to make the 
North his home. Marie came to Philadelphia 
with Mrs. Kichards a month after Alice's own 
return, and at New Tear's went to New York 
for the winter. Before a twelvemonth waa 
ended, she became the beloved sister of her 



,1 Google 



THE BTRUGOLE ENDING. 147 

visitors during that lovely aatumn — ^marrj'ing 
their only brother. 

Little did Alice Neal think that she was 
training a dear sister and co-worker in her 
young protegee ; one who was to he a sister in 
spirit as well as name, who should stand heside 
her henceforth in all her work and life, minis- 
tering to her in the close of both ; wiping the 
death dews from her brow in the final agony, 
and hnmhly and prayerfully ending the work 
which death found nnfinished in the hands of 
" Cousin Alice." 
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HOME LIFE. 



CHAPTER I. 

BECOS'D MAHSIAGK 

Jan. 1st, IKS. 

rVE years from the date of our partial 
engagement, we were married after 
dinner, in St. Peter's Church, Pliiladei- 
phia, Vim., sister, and hrother Willie 



being 



This is tlie simple record of this event in her 
life. MJ-. Haven had returned from CaUfomia 
ahout a month previously : the entanglement of 
circumstances was such, that it seemed impossi- 
ble to decide what would he wisest. Before this 
date there ia a record ranning from the time of 
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their first acquaiatauce, of the straggle " to know 
and do -the right ; " this Btmggle was making 
her life yet more turbulent and wearisome. Urs. 
Neal laid no obstacle in her path ; if Alice felt 
that she nmst leave her, she would spend her few 
remaining days with a relative, where she wonld 
have care and comfort, the inconsidered needa 
of an existeneo prolonged beyond her hopes, and 
holding little that waB attractive in it now. 

Hopeless of disentanglement, the knot waa 
cat by the sudden determination that this life, 
" so hard and lonely," as she pathetically calls 
it, so wearing with its perpetual struggle, sofuU 
of temptations and trials, must end; that she must 
have the arm to lean upon, the judgment to 
guide, the ever present sympathy and support 
of a husband's protecting love. 

On their return from chm'ch, on this I^ew 
Year's Day, Alice, with ISjc. Haven, entered the 
parlor which waa no longer to be her home. 
Urs. Neal sat in her accustomed place by the 
window, her tea-tray beside her, as usual, at that 
hour. Alice went up to her— 

" Mamma, I have decided ; I am Mr. Haven's 
wife." 
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The old lady said, quietly, though a little 
tremuloTisly ; 

"You have been a good daughter, Alice; 
you will be a good wife ; " and so she bleBseil 
her with unspoken words, each heart fnU of that 
which conld not be nttered, as they recalled the 
former bridal, which had brought Alice to the 
home she was now leaving forever. 

Some time after we find in her journal : 

"Saturday ire came to our rooms at tho St. Denia, iu 
New York, to commence the world together, 

" For many reasons, our marriage seemed hasty and 
unwise. In the tangle of circumstances which surround- 
ed me, I do not see how it would have heen hetter to 
wait. I certainly helieve our Father oTerruled nil." 

The next entiy is : 

" Jan. Vith. 

" ' Continue in the faith grounded and settled, and be 
not mated away from the hope of the Gospel wTtieh you 
have hewrd? Do net let me, Oh ray Father, forget the 
trials and sorrows of the past in this prosperity. Do not 
let my heart be lifted up to forget that it is thy gift. 
Save me from worldliness acd insincerity, from neglect- 
ing any talent, any spiritual for any worldly pleasure. 
Help me to pray constantly for my husband's best good, 
to look forward with cheerfulness and resignation to the 
7* 
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events of the fixture. Make me more humble, patient^ 
and peaceable ; more liic my Master." 



" ' Beteare leal any man spoil yov. Ihroagh philosophy 
and TiiMn deceit, after the tmditiona of men, after the ru- 
diments of the -world, and not after Christ.' 

" Help me, Oh Father, to repeat the prayer ; to fol- 
low not the example of the world, hut Christ's, in domg 
whatsoever my haad fiads to do with all my might; in 
Uairuj a good example to those who do not recognize 
Thee as Master and Pattern." 

'"^ then, you ie risen with CJirUt, teekthoae things 
which are abone.'' 

" ' So that folloieetA ^fter mejVialketh not in darJDien, 
saith tlie Lord.' 

" These are the words of Christ, hy which we are ad- 
monished that we ought to imitate His life and manners, 
if ever we would be truly enlightened, and delivered from 
all bUndness of heart." — TnoMAa a Kempis. 

^'' ^ Forbearing one another, and forgiving one another, 
even at Ghriit forgave you.' " 

"16W. 

" ^ And above all things, put on Charity, icMch is the 
bond of perfeetnesi.' 

" We are all frail : but roiaember, none more frail 
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tlian tliyself. If tLou shonldst see another sin openly, 
yot oughtost thou not to esteem thyself hetter tlian ho." 

^^^ Continue in prayer, and, watek in the /ame with 
thankigininff.' " 

"ISO. 

" ' Ye fumed to God from idols, to seme the living 
GcdJ The dearest idol I have known," 

This little insight into the inner life of Mrs. 
Haven needs but a word of explanation. Mi-. 
Haven was completely a man of the world, with 
no sympathy in the religious life of his wife. 
That she began to see the new forms in which 
temptations were to come to her, these passages 
of Scriptm-e, which were doubtless significant of 
each day's experience, plainly show. She was 
at once on her guard against the onsets which 
her faith was to receive, and determined, by 
Grod's heli>, to maintain her ground, "putting 
on charity, which is the l>ond of perfecteiess.^^ 

"When they bad decided to live in New Tort, 
she became an attendant on Dr. Anthon's min- 
istry, but she did not feel permanently enough 
established to enter into any intimate church 
relationship. Their home at the St. Denis was. 
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of course, a temporary one. Mi', Haven made 
bis arrangeraenta to return to his former Ijusinesa 
in "Wall street, where be was a member of tbe 
Board of Brokers, and be embarked in it tbe 
capital be bad brougbt with him from California. 

Mrs. Haven passed her time in accordance 
with ta&tea which were too firmly eapported by 
principle to admit of change. She wrote as in- 
dnstriously aa ever, each morning, keeping up 
tbe various interests of which die was the chief 
snstainer : the household in Seventh street, Phila- 
delphia, went on as usual, till it was broken up 
in tbe spring by Mrs, INeal's removal to tbe 
house of her niece. 

Alice made all arrangements in business 
affairs as independently aa before. Her income 
from ber books and periodical contributions, 
amounting to twelve hundred or fifteen hundred 
dollars ^wr annum, remained in her own hands, 
Buhject to ber own judgment. It was di&tributed 
as before, with the utmost judiciousness. Thus 
at ease, and independent in her charities and 
good works, she felt, with gratitude, tlie rebotmd 
from the depression of tbe past few years. 
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There was one thing which was peculiar in 
this new ordering of her life. The world had 
lost ite charm entirely. There was no longer 
any attraction in its gaieties or its pleasnres. She 
rarely went out in the evening, even to a con- 
cert. Her Bister was now living in New Torb, 
and her husband also had relatives there. These, 
with the friends who came naturally into her 
circle, made up her social life. A few (as has 
already heen said) from the old literary cliques, 
whose brilliancy had fascinated her years before, 
were worthy friends of the worthier woman. 
Her standard was raised above the merely intel- 
lectnal aspirations of those who failed to sym- 
pathize with her in her new life, " Mdm Christ 
with God." 

There was peace, content, and with all, a 
fear lest prosperity should spoil her. This made 
her watchful and prayerful. How her prayers 
were heard and answered, will be seen. 

In the spring of this year, Mr. Haven met 
with one of the reverses so frequent in Wall street. 
Ontwardly, with no expensive establishment to 
I, this could not make much difference 
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to them, Iler tastes were simple, her habits of 
Belf-denial and industry undisturhed hy her short 
respite from care. It was only in losing this, 
and in seeing her hnsband distressed and pei^ 
plexed, that she could be affected by a reverse 
of fortune. They were looking out for a conn- 
try home, and decided to spend the summer 
months hoarding at Hastings, on the Hudson. 
In a cottage built npon a cliff, fronting the up- 
per termination of the magnificent pahsades, 
they established themselves with a content, on 
her part, that plainly showed how slight a hold 
the pleasures of Kfe had in her affections. There 
was an Arcadian simplicity in their home and 
their manner of life. Mr. Haven spent the day 
in the city, as do most of the residents of these 
suburban towns; and his wife was glad and 
peaceful in her unvarying routine, her mornings 
with her pen, her wort alternating with rambles 
in the picturesque grounds. The afternoon 
brought her husband home to the nest which 
held his treasure. 

We cannot refrain from copying here a rec 
ord so private, that nothing but its deep sigm'fi- 
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cance and heartfelt eineerity could admit of ita 
being given even to the world of her frienda 
Her journal abouuda in written prayers, the 
deepest feelinga of her nature taJdng sponta- 
neously the foiTu of communion with the " Heav- 
enly Tather." On Jime 6th she writes : 

" It woBld aeem, after all, that my heart and life wero 
not to be tried with prosperity. I grew daily more seK- 
indnlgeiit, aad more dissatisfied with myself. It is good 
for U3 thxt wo havo heen troubled, even for our worldly 
happiness We are yet more closely united in our mia- 
fortimc" We bepn to have some definite aim in life, 
and hero, in the midst of God's bcanlifu! creations, we 
think mure ot Him, Our time with each other passes 
pleasantly in onr new home ; our temptations to waste 
time are less. "We have learned particolarly our depend- 
ence on God, who is teaching us faith, patience, and hu- 
mility, as well as giving us repentance for wasted time 
and means in the past, and resolves for better disposition 
of both in the future. 

"I thank Thee, my Heayenly Father, for bo hearing 
and so answering my prayer recoi-ded in these leaves, 
even though it was made with fear that Thon wouldst 
withdraw the ease and comfort then enjoyed. It has been 
for the best for us. I do heartily acknowledge, and I 
would sorrowfully confess, that I have been guilty of 
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ig, of faitlilesa doubts of Thy goodness and cara 
for us, of wliich. I do earnestly repent, seeing even now 
Thy lovingkindnesa in all that has befiJIen ns. Grant 
that I may never he guilty again, through all my life, of 
the same error, but trnst Theo in the future in all changes 
and chances of this mortal life, by Thy word, and by the 
cjperiencea of the paat. 

" Help me to grow dwly in holiness, patience, pnrity 
of heart and life, gentleness, self-denial, industry, and in 
every grace of TTiy Koly Spirit, which I pray Thee to 
give to me abundantly, that I may serve Thee faithfully, 
and make happy my dear hasband and friends. 

"Give a pure nature, as far as is possible, to the un- 
born child for which we have so often thanked Thee. 
Bleas it, I pray Thee, with a sound, healthful, and perfect 
body, a loving, humble, and obedient disposition ; with 
as much talent and beauty as may please Thee, and be 
best for it in this world and the next. Hay it always be 
a comfort and a blessing to us, and may wo have wisdom 
and firmni.'fs to guide it anght 

"For my dear and only love, mv husland 'asked of 
God,' I crave, above all other blessings, t knowledge 
and love ot Thee Show him, I leiceeh Thtc, that there 
is more than he yet comprehends in the hie of a true 
Olirislian, teach hini the one cs t itid truth of life 
tliTongh the death and redtmitionof our Saviour; and 
that after this futh, and in eonsequenee of it, comes the 
following of His pare example, not for a vague wish to 
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bo good, or for admiration of the excellence displayed in 
it. Help him to seeli first the kingdom of Heaven, and 
add to this knowledge aa mnch worldly prosperity as is 
best for ns. Eclieve U3 tiora the pressing ansiety of the 
present as soon as is heat for ns, and till then give hira a 
cheeriiil and courageous heart, for the sake of our Saviour, 
Chiist. Amen." 
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fW the September of this year Mrs. Haven 
went to Philadelphia, to spend the au 
tnmn with her husband's family. 

" There I was weloomeJ and cared for aa in my own 
father's house; and, here my little son was horn, on the 
14th of Octoher, healthy and heantiful." 



some of tlio old associations, 
though quite out of her old sphere, life wearing, 
a very different aspect, and bringing new and 
contrasted duties, the time passed quiclily and 
pleasantly in her new experiences. But she re- 
turned to health and strength slowly, and to a 
resumption of her old habits of writing, with a 
consciousness of "baby's protest," which for 
some time interfered with her success. 



,1 Google 



s:ew experiences. lei 

She writes : 

"I find myself waiting on him with, a pen in my 
mouth, and get confused about my own identity." 

"I feel Uttle shy in my new relation in the presence 
of the family ; hut sometimes I lock the door, and tisa 
my hoy to heart's content. I cannot give myself up to 
this emotion before others; it is too sacred and ab- 
sorbing," 

Some versea, wliicli will appeal to all wlio 
have had a similar experience, express this feel- 
ing. They floated through her mind hefore she 
was able to hold her pen ; and though she never 
considered them worth publishing, they have 
their merit aa an expression of the first emotion 
of the mother : 

" I am tbankful they have left me to a haahed and quiet 

Its stillncaa is all hotiness, its dnrkness has no gloom ; 

For nestling in mj bosom, our first-born infant lies, 

The bobI of peaceful slnmber pressed on hia drooping eyes. 

' Two weeks ago, my little one, thy first low wiuling cry 
Broke iu upon a midnight hour of fiercest agony. 
Hot tears of joy and thankfulness fell on thy upturned face. 
For prayers and sobs were mingled iu thy fether'a closa 
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'• That wailing cry, that thanliful prayer, are echoed round ma 

As loyinglj I pass my hand accoaa th j check and brow ; 

My heart 13 ftiU of gratitade, my eyes are ful! of tears, 

To think the dreaded hour ia past, with all its hopes and fears. 

" God bless thee precious little one, most tenderly I pray. 
And guide thee with a father's hand along life's weary way. 
Or if His wisdom ehoald recall the life He thus has gircn, 
We then shall know a darhng child awaits us both in Hearen." 

Mrs. Haven returned to New Tork about 
New Year's, bringing witli lier a very beautiful 
child, whom alie migbt well regard with pride 
and delight. In January a little niocewaa bom, 
her sister's child ; and the family literature had 
a eurioua addition in a correspondence kept up 
by the two mothers ia the names of little Sam 
and Edith. The former, aged three months, 
was supposed to write a very clever baby letter 
to the week old " Edith Newcome," which was 
soon r^ponded to with eo much zest, that the 
correspondence continued till the death of the 
little girl, -when eomething more than a year old. 
This " baby correspondence " was published in 
" The Sdioolfellow," a juvenile m^azine which 
had been commenced by Mr. Eichards in tho 
South, and was now flourishing in New York. 
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Mrs. Haven frequently contributed to this 
little magazine, whiclt had now been for several 
years a favorite in various households in both 
sections of the country. It took the place with 
Mrs. Haven of "The Bird's !N eat," and conveyed 
to children the interest in their young lives and 
experiences winch she always felt, and to which 
she gave such charming expression. 

She believed in juvenile, even in baby literar 
tare, and the venerable Mother Goose was an 
oracle with her. It was not to her " the intol- 
erable irash " which some very sensible people 
call it. She said she remembered vividly the 
pleasure new rliymes of this infantile sort gave 
to her own little childhood, and she often made 
jingling contributions to tlie baby lore of the 
day, with the rehah said to be shared " by the 
wisest men." Several years after this, when 
going to pay her sister a visit, she wrote to her : 

" I shall carry a copy of Mother Goose with me, to 
help me win a welcome from your children. They are 
not weU treated by you in thia matter, and do not get 
half as mach wholesome nonsense aa they need — ccr- 
tiunly aa they wonld relish. I don't think I shall ever 
forget my childish satisfaction in the merry jingle, or the 
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impulse these old rhymes gave to my wandering witaaad 
my wide-awake imafiinalion — perhaps, too, to my rhym- 
ing propensiyes. I wonld as soon withhold a rattle from 

She kept up nnreery fictions with grace&l 
deference, giving them due place, aa she always 
recognized the value of mental recreation in later 
years. Santa Clans came duly, as he does to all 
good children in M'ew York and elsewhere. A 
rhyming letter of remonstrance, written hy 
"Marie E.," in the name of Santa Claus, to the 
destructive little nephew, who, was " Aunt Lal- 
lish's " pet in Charleston, amueed Krs. Haven 
very much, and was often quoted by her to other 
young destrnctivcB of the benefactions of the 
Christmas Saint. Eer own pen was qnick and 
ready to minister to the wondering children, and 
she kept in memory untold amusement con- 
ceived by the wit of others. 

Eut, as I have said, tins lore was not intrud- 
ed out of season or order. It was always subor- 
dinate to the serious instruction which she never 
failed to have fresh and stimulating for the re- 
ceptive minds of the young. It was to this the 
background, as were her gleams of hnmor and 
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flashes of wit in her conversatioiij and it served 
to outline more clearly often the earnest truths 
which it was her aim to make impressive and 
attractive. 

Children were a study to ' her. This is evi- 
dent in the individuality of her childish creations. 
She never gave toys even indiscriminately, or 
without considering their effect ; and Mother 
Goose was administered with as much discretion 
as ITaillard's ion-bons. She saw the danger of 
inducing mental dyspepsia, by weahening the 
tone of the mind in childhood, too plainly to 
admit of her being injudicious. She did not 
even commit the common mistake of judging 
the digestion of others by her own. 

In the physical care of her children, she was 
on her guard against the errors of inexperience ; 
and she made faithfulness no less a duty dictated 
by conscience, than a pleasure taught by her af- 
fection. To no one could the cares of infancy 
have come with a greater sense of onerousneae. 
They broke into an established routine imposed 
by a consciot^ness of obligation ; they disturbed 
the nights whose refreshing rest seemed so ea- 
sential to her health of mind and body ; they 
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interfered with her mental habits, and became, 
through all this, disciplinary to her spiritual 
nature. But tbey were -welcomed, and, bring- 
ing their own compensations, she felt their 
value. Life was totally changed since Alice 
K^eal had become Krs. Haven. Every day she 
was less and less '^ of the world" which still en- 
vironed her. 

The winter after the baby's birth they spent 
m New York ; but in the spring they decided 
to go to housekeeping in some of its quiet sub- 
urban towns ; and, with this purpose in view, 
they made inquiries in reply to the advertise- 
ments of " country homes." It was already 
spring time, when a notice of a cottage residence 
in Eye township, near tlie Mamaroneck station 
of the Kew Haven Eailroad, arreted attention. 
Mr. Haven could not leave his business to ac- 
company her, BO his wife went out of town alone 
to seo the house, riding the twenty-five miles in 
a stormy day. The house was newly built, and 
had not yet been occupied ; it was pleasantly 
situated in a grove of locust trees, a pretty cot- 
tage omSe, apparently just the home they were 
in search of, and tlie place was engaged. She 
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went over to Philadelphia soon after, to spend a 
week or two, and on her return was met hy 
Mr. Haven, and conducted to " LoCust Cottage," 
which, to her most delighted surprise, she found 
all furnished and arranged for immediate occu- 
pancy hy his thoughtful affection. 

In this pretty home she made her birthday 
record, on the 13th of the next S 



"This first liirthdaj passed ia our new home, was 
bright at its beginnings, and happy in its close, but made 
miserable throngh the day by my own fretful impatience. 

" IIow mucli more happily we are situated than wo 
were last summer at this time. It was then the dose of 
OUT stay at Hastings, and we were to be separated for the 
autumn, while before me was the great trial of becomiDg 
a mother. There was no prospect of a .setUod business 

She then refers gi-atefully to her pleasant 
visit in Philadelphia, and says ; 

"Tie following winter was one of ill liealth, discour- 
agement, and eare. In Slaroh, after many plans for house- 
keeping, wo gave all up, and thought we would return to 
Hastings for the summer. The morning this plan was 
found to ba impossible wbs very bai'd. Weakened by ill 
health and anxiety, I did not soe what was to become of 
119 — forgettina that our Heavenly !Pathor bad more ways 
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of proviiling for na than we could eyon tJiinl of. Late in 
April we saw this honse advertised, and I Cflme out alone 
to looE at it, I found a new, pleasant, home-like cottage. 
If it had been hnilt expressly for us, it could not have an- 
Bwered better. It was a Tiome even before it was fur- 
nished. 

" I prayed God as I came out to direct as in oar choice, 
and He certMnly directed ua here. Wo have had health, 
pleasant neighbors, and many comforts which we could 
not otherwisa have enjoyed. Wo have had our friends 
around na, and so far have alwaya been provided for, 
though there have been somo ansions days. 

" I must not forget to mention my short visit to Phil- 
adelphia in the spring, and the care and fhoughfulness of 
ray husband, who took oil the burden of the removal 
upon himself and gave me the welcome surprise of a 
home waiting to receive us. 

"Baby's illness has been the great anxiety of the sum- 
mer ; but this is over now, and he is a great comfort. He 
is called very beautiful, and his sweet, patient ways make 
bun very loveable. I am writing on the 14th, having 
passed yesterday, my birthday, in town. The fault of 
the day was, perhaps, allowed to me, as a landmark 
against the particular temptation and fault of my present 
Kfe. Worrying over ways and means, frotfalness and 
petulance, God help me to watch against this temptation, 
and make me cheerful, patient, and humble." 

In over}' trial that came to ber in these new 
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experiences of life, aa wife, mother, and liouse- 
keeper, she saw always beyond tlie pain and suf- 
fering, if such they brought her, the lesson God 
was teaching her in scalding them. If she was 
sometimes rebellions under the pain and disap- 
pointment, she was oftener examining herself to 
see what good end He had in view, who allows no 
faithful soul to be tempted beyond its strength 
to bear. 

Much of this exjjcrience, woven together by 
a thread of story, is to be found in a series of 
chapters written for the Lady's Boot, and after- 
wards published in book form by the Messrs. 
Appleton, and called " The Coopers." 

This volume is full of unobtrusive wisdom, 
sometimes dearly purchased by its writer, and 
therefore the more valuable to all making the 
experiment which now occupied her. It is this 
which commends it, rather than any special in- 
terest which attaches to tlie story. 

Many a young couple has learned, from tlie 
experiences of " The Coopers," to avoid quick- 
sands, to " find the leak," and to sail safely into 
smooth water, where the voyage of life can be 
made pleasantly and profitably. 
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IDEAS OF LIFE WORK. 



3HE books wMcIielic was now writing 
for tlie Appletons, bear proverbial 
titles, as we have seen, and each 
one of them indicates the phase of 
life through which she was passing. She had 
written " No such Word as Fail," when almost 
heart sick with disappointment and discourage- 
ment ; " Contentment better than Wealth," after 
"lying awake at night, planning how to get 
money, which was wanted for so many uses ; " 
" Patient Waiting no Loss," when hope deferred 
made her faint with weariness ; "All is not Gold 
that Glitters," as the illusions of worldly pr<«- 
perity faded before her ; and she could offer 
thanks to God who had given, and who had 
withdrawn His gifts. 
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These stories, save the titles mdieating their 
spirit, of course did not tell the inward struggle 
ont of which they had their hirth, but the \yi&- 
doni she was learning in the depth of the strug- 
gle ; and God has blest their teachings to more 
than the joung readers to whom they were 



" All is not Gold that Glitters " shows more 
power than some of them. It is said to he won- 
derfully graphic, and true to the California life 
it undertakes to portray ; and liTew England is 
certainly as well repr^entcd. The book has 
more scope than some of the others, and was 
quite a favorite with its writer. 

When, from time to time, tliosc who knew 
how much knowledge of life she po^essed, and 
into how lai^ a mould she could cast her mate- 
rial, and the ideas which grew as she -ftTought 
with it, would remonstrate with her for confin- 
ing herself to children's books, and urge higher 
flights and greater breadth, she would defend 
herself with arguments that it was hard to gain- 
say, since they sprang from that which waa 
t in her nature. 
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"A strictly personal amliitioii often stirs witliin mo, 
prompting me to do 38 you say. Teg, I used to believe 
Ie my power, aud picture brilliant futures; but I have 
come to hays more respect for my little audiences tban 
you seem to have. I write for the fire hnndred when 
you write for five ; and if there is a lesson to be loamod, 
it is better for the five hundred to be reached ; so I aim 
at being popular, attractive, and easily understood, in- 
stead of doing more artistic work, appealing only to the 
few, though I know I do nothing for my repnfation by 
these little water-color pictures, which, certainly, every 
one overlooks in the presence of snch fine oil paintings as 
your ambition aims at. I have had my temptation to do 
aa you say, and I have only recently been offered a largo 
price for satirical society pictures, thus overcoming one 
of my scruples, which is, that I must mate all the money 
that I can use ; but I cannot bring myself to the work 
now." 

A friend wrote : 

"Ton could write a very brilliant society novel — no 
one could equal you that I know of in this country ; and 
yon do nothing with the wit which you have so plenti 
ftiUy at command in conversation." 

SHe replied in much the same strain as above, 
adding; 

"When I have nothing else to do, I will do as you 
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Bay. To tel! the trutii, I have planned sncb ;. novel long 
ago. I have refrained from using some very ricli mate- 
rial in my stories for the II s, because I am reserring 

it for tie hook wMch is to come in some idle time, when 
no one ia tugging at my pm'so strings, and my C' 
IB not pricking a moral lesson into my brain." 



Keeping house on a narrow income, as tbey 
were doing at Locnst Cottage, maintaining, with 
the income from her pen, the dependencies which 
she considered eacred, and pondering sometimes 
how to prevent the lightening of her homo purse, 
she wrote " Out of Debt, Out of Danger." She 
was very methodical in her husine^ arrange- 
ments, and she reduced household expenditure 
to a regular system, carrying out the proverb 
just named. Her precision and conscientious- 
ness in the appropriation of her money is worthy 
of remark. 

She one day opened a small drawer in her 
escritoire, and showed her sister seven or eight 
little purses. They had been speaking of the 
advantage of eyatcm in every thing, and espe- 
cially in the use of money, and she illustrated 
her practice in this way, remarting : 

" These all belong to different objects. 1 
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never borrow from one to use for another, for 
fear that I might sometimes be tempted to be 
unjust. When my money comes in, I apportion 
it according to its amount, and these various 
claims which may be more or less pressing. 

M always gets her check every month. I 

do not even see it. It ia sent by Mi. G as 

it becomes due to her, so I have no trouble about 
that. If at any time I have any thing left over, 

I put it into what I call my poor purse. S 

gives me a regular sum every month for the 
household expenditure. Sometimes, when he 
has had ' a good day,' he gives me something 
for my 'poor purse.' 

" Once when our fortunes were at their low- 
est ebb, we chanced to have only ten cents in the 
house purse. Of course I do not mean to say 
that there was not a great deal between us and 
real need ; but you know S. was out of business 
then, and I tell yon of it to show how hard it 
was to resist the temptation, for the moment, to 
borrow from the other purses. But I waited, 
with a sure expectancy that God would provide 
from Friday till Tuesday when S. received a most 
advantageous business proposition, with a good 
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iucome made certain. My trust, when I feel tliat 
I really exercise trust, ia always well repaid," 

Tears afterwards she wrote of this period : 

"I looied after eyerj q^uart of flour, pound of butter, 
and beef bone. I knew just irhen ever? thing came home, 
wtat it TM, liow long it lasted, whotber it went fiirtbei 
tiian tbe last, etc. I defy any one to keep a more eco- 
nomical table, or to burn more cinders than we did, and 
yet we always had enough and kept warm. There was 
nothing belittling in thia close attention to auch details, 
for I was serving a large object and carrying out a good 
principle. Then, you know, my beloved expense book : 
every sispenoo was entered, and S. posted it for mo every 
quarter. 

" One thing in your letter would trouble me, if I did 
not know it was false to yourself. Yon write : ' And so 
night comes with the comfortable and sublime conscious- 
ness of having " muddled" through another day.' Ton 
know very well that when you have been a good wife to 
TV., a good friend to 0., patient with baby and with the 
thousand and one cares of your, to you, very trying life, 
checked quick words and undue aspirations, such as 
' turning yourself into a money bag,' for instance, the day 
baa had its work accomplished. Why, thU u the mm 
df one's mmion, ' taMnff the liUh foxes, and not letting 
them spoil the grapes.'' 

"Now, see how little wo know : if I had married a 
rich man, as you said I ought to, where would 1 have 
8* 
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been! Of what uae to mjaelf or any one else! I dote 
on necessity : she has been a better teacher of philosophy 
than Dr. "Wayland himself. It was rather mortifying, 
when I was first married, that I was not loved for being 
pretty, or for writing stories or books — only for being 
good I It seemed altogether too much to askof me, with 
so much else to balance the scale ! But no. If I wanted 
respect and love, I had to ke«p down impatience, and to 
cultivate domestic virtues generally. I began with that 
for a motive; now I see the higher one to which that 
was the stepping atone. So all aspiration ends in doing 
to-dap^s duty, and then ' something higher' is put before 

us. As Dr. G said to me on Friday : ' There is no 

perTiaps with God. He is always ready to advance the 
faithful door.' " 

"Wlien her oldest child waa three years old, 
she had three living children. She saya in ref- 
erence to this : 

" I used to think I wasted nothing ; but I must have 
wasted time, and my three children have been isont so 
dose together to force me to find it ont. I know that 
well." 

What an insight into an eam^t, faithful, 
8elf-4enying life we find herel What a lesson 
to the many who admire such a life of bene- 
ficence, and feebly wish that God had given 
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to them ineana to do liiewise. Here was 
meana commanded, strength economized and 
garnered, time almost created, and opportunity 
sought for. Ifothing was petty and unimpor- 
tant, as she says, that led to the accomplishment 
of her large purposes. Nor did slie say " My 
work is done," when any one of these seemed to 
he accomplislied, and so seek to release herself 
from the pressure she had imposed. There was 
always some one in her mind or her heart, 
ready to fill up the gap made by a necessity for 
influence or care in any direction ceasing to ex- 
ist. She wrote to her brother ; 

" 1 havo been intending to write to 70u for a week or 

■nore about , especially since poor F 's death 

has left oar hearts and minds comparatively free to think 
of one who is quite as near ns, and in as great need of 
help in some ways. I have felt as if I have neglected 
him — not being able to see him, he has passed out of my 
mind, and ont of my prayers, in some measure. Seeing 
this, I have jnst written to him." 

Again, when changing one duty fulfilled for 
another, she says : 

" Tliis is less pleasant. We encoimter stubbornness 
for gentleness, indifference (outward, I mean) for the 
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affectionate gratitude for cTery aftention lie gave us ; buC 
dutj is not the less duty, because distastrfiil. We tavo 
Been tlie result in one case— tlie miraelu of iiii3wereii 
prayer, and absolute conyersion ; k-t us take heart for 

tliia harder tast, helping through the darkness, 

and uncert^nty, and peril that surround him. 

" You have peraonal means of contact You can seek 
opportunity. If he avoids you, never mind about ' his 
place,' and ' your rights,' or how little your efforts are 
appreciated. If we wait to look after 'our rights,' we 
shall never nceomplish any thing for any one, I don't 
mind his misunderstanding ine, or even sliould I get it, 
which I never shall — real nnkindness and ingratitude. 
The Example sot before us for om' life-work, always re- 
ceived both, "ffo have no right to ask other wages. He 
gives them soiaetimes. Ho haa done so of late, but not 
as our reward, only as an encouragement to harder, more 
regular tasks, undertaken for His sake, not from mutual 
kind feeling and benevolence." 

To the sanie : 

" Tou have your hands full, without doing any tliiug 

for E this winter. Do not let it harass you. I will 

give $5 a mouth toward her rent. It will be a great com- 
fort in the end to think you have been allowed to help 
her; it ought to be now to you. Still, I know it is al- 
most impossible to count blessings when trouble is hard 
at hand, and you see no way of escape. I know how, 
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with my own strong anil tried faitli, my heart sinks at 
sudi 3 time ; how ungrateful I have been in distrusting 
God's power and ability to help me, when man's help 
aeemed vain. But I so often have had reason to say to 
S., ' Kan'a estremity ia God's opportunity.' " 

To a remonstrance at the amount of time 
ste gave to her housebeeping, with so many 
other cares on her mind, she replied : 

" I have had every thing to learn, and you 
know how distasteful such affairs have always 
been to me, when I felt at liberty to consnlt my 
tastes, or rather allowed myself to do it. I am 
beginning to take a little pride in my house- 
keeping. Mrs. Haven, pickling and preserving, 
ia very unlike, I grant, Mrs. Neal, with a pen or 
book forever in her hand. I do many things in 
the store room and dining room which yon were 
never willing to do." 

Such household duties, witli a not very ex- 
pert cook, and at first a most iuefflcieat nurse, 
gave her much occnpation. Iler failures, 
through her inexperience, were very humiliat- 
ing, and she speaks of coming to appreciate 
household virtues for which she did not formerly 
have a due respect : 
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" T suppose, becauae people who are famona house- 
keepers are so seldom anj thing else, and you know wo 
grew up with a feeling of deference for mental culture, 
and of comparatiTe indifference to these same housekeep- 
ing virtues, measuring their value as we measured mental 
growth, against the mere physical comforts of life. Do 
not ima^ne 1 am going over to the other side now ; hnt 
I believe in doing eveiy thing well that is worth doing at 
all. Bodily comfort and intellcctnal attainment sUll hold 
their relative position in my respect." 

She wrote this to her sister, who was regret- 
ting that she was entirely shut out of the literary 
world in her country home, and her changed as- 
sociations; and she adds : 

"I needed the enricliing which I get in my present 
life. I should have run to weeds, I fear, if I had kept on 
in the old routine. You do not know how my best life 
w^ sapped by tliat coatinnal drain, and how soon Imight 
have become entirely unproductive. I need the quiet of 
the country, the rest of these evenings which would seem 
to you 80 dull, the call to minister where hitherto I have 
been ministered to. My fiiculty for adaptation has its 
le^timate nses now ; and in return I get a thoughtfnlness 
and care ever present and so r^rmhing, after taking care 
of myself so many years." 

The mutual advantage of their imion she 
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often remarked, magnifying the I 
selfi With all humility and a never atsent sense 
of her own weakness and need of help, she he- 
came a religious teacher to one to whom she 
looked up with a wife's deference and devotion. 
Her anxiety for hia conversion is manifest every- 
where ; and the fear that her inconsistencies are 
his stumbling blocks, keeps her always " at the 
foot of the cross." 

In her journal she writes : 

"I am learaiog Icasons of resistance to despondency, 
but principally that I ehould pray as earnestly for my 
husband's best good, as I do for his worldly success. 
Yesterday, when my soul cried out — 

' Oh Lord, liow Icing .' ' 
tlie answer came — 

" ' Yoar Reajsenly Father Icnoiteth that yov. hatie need 
of all tkme tMngs.^ 

" ' Seek first the Mngdom of God and Bis rigUeom- 
nem, and all fheie things shall he added to you.'' 

" I never so fully felt this. We can pray for God's 
blessing on our worldly affaii-s, if He pleases to give it— 
if it is best for us. 

"Bnt for the rest, we are told to 'erMe,' 'ieeJc,' 
'hnocl;' 'importune,'' 'thirst,'' and we s/iaU liaye, if flie 
Lord will-'if it is best for na. He does will— it M best. 
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We hnoiB it. We <lo not need resignation, except to 
awMt His time," 

Slie one day diecked an exultant i-emark 
made by a friend, witli whom she could take 
the liberty, by Baying : 

" Ton thinh, aa I once did, eo much more of 
the top of the ladder, than of the foot of the 
cross ; " and thia remark expressed tlie wide 
difference which existed between the ambition 
of her early and her later yeara. Then siie said, 
" I am fitted for something higher." Now she 
prayed, " My Father, make me worthy to serve 
Thee, no matter how humbly, so Thou wilt ac- 
cept the service." She saw herself formerly in 
the light of her gifts and endowments, and 
through the medium of the world's praises; 
now it wa3 in the light of God's requirements, 
and through the medium of His "Word. Her 
successes are often commented upon in her ear- 
lier journals ; in the later are recorded her 
failures and her fresh reeolves. 



,1 Google 




CHAPTER IV. 

TEE BPEJNS IS SASnriLLE. 

I E. HAVEN'S Ijusinesa engage- 
ments toot liim to Jfasliville 
in the fall of 1855. There was 
before them the prospect of a 
Beparation for the winter, and Krs. Haven suf- 
fered very much from depression in view of it. 
The day after he left, the Publishers' Festival at 
the Crystal Palace took place, and she attended, 
with her brother-in-law and licr sister, her hus- 
band having persuaded her to promise to do so. 
She was trying to divert a melancholy which 
oppressed her in spite of her trust and confLdenee 
in God, to whom she turned so unfaihngly when 
eloads lowered about her. 

The gaiety of this brilliant evening, where 
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were assembled the largest number of autliors 
and men of letters ever seen together in our 
country, probably ; where the sparkling banquet 
was forgotten in " the feast of reason " which 
followed it ; where personal animosities were 
pnt aside, and the sneer died on the lip of the 
cynic ; where Irving, Bryant, and other patri- 
archs, gave cordial welcome to those who were 
to sacceed them in the world of letters ; and the 
young gazed reverentially and lingeringly on 
those whose careers they humbly emulated ; 
where the female writere received their own 
share of courtesy, and gave tone and softness to 
the scene, some £i\j of them mingling with 
their benevolent patrons and exemplars; — all 
tbis, unique and brilliant as it was, made but a 
feeble impression on one who was eminently 
fitted by nature to shine in such a gathering. 
She could not fail to sparkle for the moment ; 
bot her heart was heavy, and only that which 
appealed to it was remembered. The record 
made by her of the evening is simply — 

"The scene was charmiugly gay and bright, hut my 
chief pleasare lay in meeting some good friends, and in 
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the enjoyment of the two Marys, who would not hayo 
heen there but for me." 

Tlie winter lieH for her the trial of lingering 
ill health. She complains of a congh, sore lungs, 
and nervous tremors. It was not her first warn- 
ing : eight years hefore she had had an intima- 
tion of her fate, though she saja of it, with the 
flippancy of the age in which she heard the 
prophecy : 

" When tJie doctor told me that I was threatened with 
curvature of the spine, and that he feared the seeda of 
consumption were already implanted, 1 laughed at it 
almost scornfully." 

The time was past when sneh a wamuig 
could be thus received: she was becoming sen- 
sible of her want of robustness, and remembered 
with dismay her impatience of the wisdom which 
BO long ago had bidden her " beware of great 
fatigues." In no part of her journal does she 
speak so humbly of herself, or turn more confid- 
ingly to the promise of strength from above. 

If ow, too, as always when her time seemed 
short, the claims of others pressed heavily upon 
her. With a friend of like earnest piety she 
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made agreement to set aside certain days for 
special prayer for some who were very dear to 
them both. This had been a custom with her 
before this, and she eontiuned it as long as she 
ived, with great gain, ae she believed, securing 
visibly often what she called "the miracle of 
answered prayer." 

During the winter she had great enjoyment 
in having with her, at the Cottage, her brother 
and his wife, her beloved "Mario E." ITr. 
Haven came on to spend iNew Tear's with 
her, and she was especially glad in the unex- 



A variance existing between so: 
nearly related, and in whose happiness she felt 
great interest, she attempted a roeoneiliation, in 
vain, however, and tlnia she received another 
lesson to wait God's wiU. She says : 

"In all things this seemed to meet me : '■ In returning 
and! rest shall ye ie saved. In quielmets and eonfideMe 
thall 6e your strength. Jn patience possess ye yov/Tiouh.' 
This last I did not understand so well. I know now thai, 
weak as I waa in hodj, and surrounded as I waa by diffi- 
culties, my strength was to sit still. But, after all, tkeir 
was little need of patience. ITj whole visit to P. 
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waa marked bj iaatant and almost hourlj strength and 
comfort from above ; and incessant battling with almost 
visible hourly temptations proved this gain." 

At laat the fruits of her labor l)egan to ap- 
pear. 

"All goes right for Alice," said 1' ; "she 

will begin to think she has what she prays for 
more than ever." 

Her throat continuing to trouble her, and 
jnaMng no gain in strength, she decided that 
she had better go ont to Mr. Haven, in IS'ashviUe. 

" There is room for faith " (she writes) " in this win- 
ter's jonmey, in. my present health, and in the nncertaintj 
of the future. It is the second lime that I hare left a 
home, and remembered that ' tht Lord, eaid unto Abror 
ham, " Get thee out of the country, and front thyfather'i 
house into a land that I mil ehois thee."' I find an old 
letter in whieh I went over the same struggle for faith in 
giving up my home with mamma Seal : indeed that waa 
a much greater struggle. But this cottage is so endeared 
to us — onr first home together, the birth of our little 
daughter, the baptism of our children, all that S. has 
learned here, and the many lessons and blessings that I 
have had, will never be forgotten. How gently the hUnd 
were led by a way they knew not I 

" One thing more. Ilere I have been made to define 
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to mjaelf my attachment to the chui-di, and my faitli ill 
\ia purity ; to love and pray for its prosperity, to ' lift up 
mine eyes unto the hills, and hnoin that the hour cometh 
speedily when all nationa, and Mndred, and people, and 
tongues,' shall be blessed in our Sayiour's long reign of 
peace. 

" This leading came in the shape of one of the most 
sabtle temptations I ever was suffered to fall into, which I 
brought upon myself through spiritual pride, growing out 
of thiugs which I hare put upon record. Like my other 
temptations, it has ended in a blessing of strengthened 
faith and confirmed hope. The lesson of the lust ax 
months has been humility, outward and inward. 

" Some persons are preserved in great temptations, 
and oilen overcome in Uttle daily trials, that they maybe 
hnmbled, and learn never to trust themselves in great 
things, when they are so weakened by snch small things. 
Thou knowest not what is before thee in the way, there- 
fore walk humbly." 

She decided to go to Nashville by the way 
of Savannah, and an-aiiged to sail on the 27111 of 
February, 

" Looking into Bogataky for a test for the day, I found 
' Satan hath desired to have thee, that he i/uxy uft fkee ai 
teheat ; hut I Ttave prayed for thee, that thy faith fail 
not. Iieill lieep thee in the hour of temptation.^ And 
the commentary went on to say, Oiat though we were 
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often convinced tbat a course of action was right and 
best, both by outward appearances and seeming indioa- 
tions of Providence, and by inward faith ; yet it might 
be only a delusion after all. iNevertlieless, God would 
ultimately overrule all for the best. 

" More than once I had the feeling that, in deciding 
to go to jl'ashville, I waa acting merely on my own judg- 
ment and wishes, and not following God's direction," 

She tlien draws pictures of what she fancied 
might he their life in her new home, in which may 
he detected a little weariness with the quiet and 

impatience of the seclusion of her life in M . 

It was in such great contrast to all she had ever 
imagined in lier younger days, U) be alone worth 
living for ; even her sphere of influence seemed 
narrowing. In another place she might And a 
fresh form of social life, where literary taates 
were more exclusively cultivated, and the mind 
would receive a new impulse ; not that she in 
the least undervalued the warm, true, and dearly- 
beloved friends, whose affection gave her so 
much satisfaction at M ; friends whose lov- 
ing sympathy followed and sun'ounded her in 
every experience of her after life, and who wept 
tears of unfeigned sorrow at her grave ; nothing 
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she knew could compensate for the loss of sucli 
friends. But the rich, brilliant tone, the fine 
es^t, -which was characteristic of the social life 
slic had known in the cities, was necessarily 
wanting in a country home, and she felt the 
need of it, at least the craving for it, which those 
who are brought from high living to a plainer, 
though it may be a more wholesome diet, will 
soraetunes feel for tlie indulgences of which they 
are deprived. 

She did not excuse or spare herself as slie 
came to see the pictures with which she was 
feeding the old love, and which were alluring her 
from a home whose blessedness she had proved. 
She recognizes the "vain glorying" with morti- 
fication and distress, and seeks again the true 
light she felt safe in following. She was going 
to her husband, and their new life promised so 
much time together, " time always for morning 
prayers," which the necessity of taking the early 
train to New York somerimes made impossible 
at M— ; then her health certainly demanded 
an escape from the rigor of a northern spring ; 
and with these and other sober reasonings, she 
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shut out the vain desires ivbose very remem- 
brance hmniliated her. 

But she was far from happy, or at ease in 
making the change. Speaking of her voyage, 
Bhe Bays: 

"The aiokncsiS of my serTant, of the cliildi-cu, and of 
myael^ tHe confusion and novelty abont me, kept me 
from the great duties of my life, just as the hurry, and 
worry of preparation Lad done." 

Of Sunday in Savannali : 

"The heavens are hrasa; it is soarooly possible to 
pray. An impression of some coming punishment, some 
fall to my pride, hangs over me. I pray for it, rather than 
to go on as I am," 

A telegram from her brotlter readied her ; 
there was no trouble at the North ; be bad eon- 
eluded to beep Locust Cottage for them, which 
was a great comfort to her. Still the presenti- 
ment continued to deepen, the fwreboding of evil 
grew stronger. The next day a telegram came 
from Mr, Ilaven, saying that he could not meet 
ber in Savannah, as had been expected, and this 
was followed by a letter giving ber explanations. 
Without warning or chance of redress, the char- 
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ter of the bank in Nashville, with wliieh her 
husband waa- connected, had been repealed on 
tbe 39th, tbe day before tlie legislature of Ten- 
nessee had adjourned for two years ! 

"la one lionr our plans were all ended. I was glad 
this blow had come : that I knew the worst. 

"We started for Nashville at five the nest morning, 
under the care of mj con^ Fred. At such a crisis it 
waa impossible for my husband to ioave; hut what a 
dreary journey waa before me I^ono that I would scarcely 
have had the courage to undertake, had I realized it be- 
fore I left home. I was barely able to at up through the 
day at home, and now I asted God for conrage to live 
through the night journey, with the care of the children 
coming upon me, for my servant was a very inefficient 
woman. At midnight, sick and faint, holding my boy on 
my arm, and striving to endure patiently, the cars stopped 
to allow the train from Chattanooga to pass. I had not 
a single thought of expectation, and I could not speak for 
joy and thankfulness, when, in the dim light of a crowd- 
ed oar, I saw my husband's face bond over me I " 

This spring epent at Nashville was anything 
but outwardly comfortable, their stay was to be 
so ebort, and ifr. Haven was occupied only in 
winding up tbe business for which he was agent 
for JTew Tort capitalists; but one hope was 
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realized— their eliildi-en throve, and her health 
improving some, ".was passably good." At this 
time she wrote to a relative at the N^orth -who 
was in much trouble : 

" Vo are so apt to forget that God. has more ways 
and means of providing for us tlian we can possiblyira- 
a^e, it is, therefore, foUy to seek to confine Him to our 
methods. I am reading Madame Guyon over again, un- 
derstanding it better than ever before. I want jon to 
have it when I get home: there are so many things which 
correspond with jonr experience in the past year, and 
the 'whys' and ' wherefores ' are made plain, I canun- 
derstand yonr Easter experience so well. S. says he 
wonlil like to begin life over again, with his new views 
and principles. I would not. I am so thankful that 
twenty-nino years are almost gone ; not for their worldly 
cares, I don't think so much of these now-a-dajs; but 
that 'the outward fightings and the inward fears' are so 
far accomplished. Sarah and Fanny, the 'Faithfula,' go 
upward from the midst of the pilgiimago. But thoy are 
tlie very ones who are content to live and boar. Even 
the self-will of wishing to go must be broken. Do you 
know, I think self-wTlI suffers more than any other tdn! 
The horse and mule must bear the bit and bridle, while 
others are guided by His eye. I think that is the reason 
of many troubles that would otherwise appear to be in- 
comprehensible." 
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Here we find the unconscious expression of 
growing power in her 60ul. The strength of her 
■wUl was great, but Iier reliance and confidence 
in the overruling of God gave Iier the extraor- 
dinary poise which especially marked the latter 
part of her life. S!w was already learning the 
" whys and wherefores," which are full of mys- 
tery to those who close their eyes to the source 
of those influences whose operations disturb the 
course of our lives. She taught herself to trace 
clearly the hand of her Heavenly Father, deal- 
ing with her in love, even though the dealing 
came as a chastisement. Disappointment ceased 
to distress her ; and expectation, crowned with 
realization, only filled her heart with thankful- 
ness to God. 
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EBTUR}^ TO THE SORTB. 

J HEY left ^Nashville in April, intend- 
ing to visit !N iagara on their way 
home, instead of coming by the 
most direct route, Mrs. Ilaven 
had never visited the Falls, and she anticipated 
it with great pleasure. Her health was such, 
however, that she knew if she did not go to 
Philadelphia now, she would not be able to do 
so for some time to come, and she did not like 
the idea of not seeing " Hamma Weal " for so 
long a time. Krs. Neal was very feeble, but 
not more so than she had been for years past ; 
there seemed no special reason why she should 
not live years to come. Still, tlie idea that one 
or another might die before a possible visit, as 
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sailed Mi-s, Haven bo persistently, tliafc she per- 
suaded Mr. H, to give up the contemplated visit 
to ^Niagara. They thereforo returned 'bj way 
of Philadelphia, and Alice paid the visit -which 
it was so much in her heart to make. She found 
Mrs. Neal appearing quite as well as at any time 
during the past three or four years. It was a 
great satisfaction to one who regarded her with 
a daughter's affection, that tlie unexpected visit 
gave the old lady so much pleasure. 

On reaching home Mrs. Haven wrote to her 
sister that they had changed their route, because 
her desire to see Mrs. Neal was so great that 
she felt that, this ungratified, she could not even 
have taken any delight in seeing Niagara. 

" It was impressed upon my mind that I must go to 
Philadelphia, to tee mamma; so I add, 'tho Falls wiU 
keep, friends may die,' and S. iindly, thongh rather 
reluctantly, gave up tie plan, and indulged me in my own 
way. I enjoyed my visit very much, and shall never 
regret having made it," 

Mr. Haven brought the letter in which this 
paragraph occurs, into New York to post it; and 
when it reached its destination, on the outside 
waa written in his hand writing: 
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"A tclogrsim has just came from Philadelphia. Mrs. 
Neal has had a paralytio stroke, and is thought to be 
djing." 

Here seemed to be tlie bey to the presenti- 
ment wliose expression was 80 remarkable in tlio 
letter. 

Hre. Haven hastened at once to Piiiladelplua, 
but too late. Tlio visit so insisted npon by her 
was the last interview with her kind friend, her 
" dear mamma," who had so long been looked 
up to with filial reverence. It was a great 
shock, and to her, in her state of health, a fearful 
one ; hut in time she could speak of it calmly — 
and she always reverted to that last meeting as 
a special guiding of Providence, 

She says of her return home that spring : 

" I think I never was so tliankfnl in my life as on the 
night of onr arrival at Locust Cottage^our own dear 
home — still onrs unchanged. We went from room to 
room saying, ' Oh, this is so nice ;' and it was doubly so 
after our uncheerful home in. Nashville, and tlie discom- 
forts of travelling. "We were amongst friends too I And 
I kept constantly saying to myself: 

'Oil how can wonis, with equal wannth 
My gratitude declare.' 
On tho Thursday after our return, S. had to go back 
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to Nashyyie for a time. I parted with him with the 
most miserable forebodings. At night my brother came 
out with a letter and teJegram, ' Mamma was gone,' and 
I not there ! " 

The Buminer passed qnietly, and but for 
anotlier great slioct in the news of a fatal 
accident on Lake George, whicli occasioned the 
death of Mr, Haven's two sisters, the peace and 
repose of their home life would have been very 
favorable to Mrs. Haven's health. 

On the 13th of September she made the fol- 
lowing record in her journal: 

"A bnsy day of iionseLold cire of weariness, and 
petty diaippointment TIib 12th had my birthday bright- 
ness There wore no visitors for the first time in two 
month'', and I went to my room ' to gather myself to- 
gethijr' thankfully. The quwt morning was given to 
looking over my papers — burEing some, and thinking of 
the many things in the past year that were reasons for 
thanksgiving. 

" My birthday morning was bright and beautiful, hut 
my nurse was in town, so my honsehold affairs were 
delayed ; and I was wearied with attending to these and 
with the care of the children. This wiH, perhaps, be the 
trouble of the year, thongh far greater ones may be in 
itore. Now it seems more than probable that with three 



,1 Google 



RETURN TO THE NORTH. 19& 

little chUdren, the eldest but three years old, such days 
will he more aDd more freqneat, 

"My text for the day was '/ft Thm, the fatkerlest 
Jindeth mercy.'' Truly it has been bo since twenty-sis 
years ago to-day my father died. Twenty-three years ago 
to-day since I left my own, for an adopted mother; ten 
since the great change ia my life with which this volame 
of my journal began," 

" Yesterday being such a day, I am writing on the 
Sunday following. The cottage never looked more beau- 
tiful ; the sky, the foliage, the autumn flowers, the softly 
tempered sunshine falling on the lawn. I have said to S. 
BO many times : It is a Heavenly day, 

'So calm, 80 cool, so bright 

The bridal of the earth and sky.' 

"We read the serrice at home, S. BtJU declining to go to 
church unless I do. The children are very lovely, and 
outwardly there seems no wish ungi'atified. Even the 
dark day to which I look forward is brightened by un- 
expected blessings. There ia no flaw in the happiness of 
this. 

" I find the same striving against, and yielding to, 
Sabbathweariness, even with so much to make me thank- 
tnlly obedient; this, and cold, formal wandering prayers, 
are my easily besetting sins. 

"It is afternoon, my boy and his father are gomg o«l 
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to walk— from the porcli I hear my little daughter's 
Bweet ha^y voice, the most loving, the dearest of httla 
ones, shouting, 'Papa, oh, papal ' " 

A picture of peace and content whieli might 
well satisfy one whose heart was uppermost, and 
attuned to a recognition of tlie mercies that 
crowned her lot. There was a deep peace over- 
flowing her life ; its fniits were budding out dur- 
ing the summer, in a work of which wo find the 
first mention in a large volume full of memora- 
bilia, such as she was in the habit of garnering 
up to use as material. In much that was left in 
this way we see the inception of work after- 
wards accomplislied ; but much remains unused in 
the life that was only too short for the work her 
husy brain had planned. 

In the manuscript volume referred to, is the 
following ; 

"In wishing to give a devotional book to the servants, 
I have often been at a loss in tlio selection ; moat of the 
subjects are too advanced in Christian experience, or of 
too high a range of topics for their nso. It has occur- 
red to me to select a text and write a commentary, or 
perhaps a prayer and hymn for every day in the raontb, 
morning and evening — short, because of the nnraerous calla 
upon a domestic's time, and as simple as may be in ex- 
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pression and iJhstration. This I propose to (all ' Higher 
Wages,' flud to go on witli it at intorrals, as tlio lusincss 
of otherwise wasted Sunday afteraoona, when I am di. 
tained from evening saryice. Whether thia plm will 
erer he carried out, I cannot say. This, hy God s help, is 
the hCfflTining. 

'Locust ConiOK, Jans 15(h, 1856." 

following this are instructions as to where 
papers in reference to this work will he found 
in ease of her death. When she had the hook 
planned in tliis way, and for the class of persons 
mentioned, with the title of " Higher Wages," 
she selected references for the title page. 

" Know ye not that to wliom ye yield yourseha scr- 
vants to ol^ey, AU iemantt ye are to whom ye obey ; wTiether 
of sin unto death, or qfohedienee unto righteousneM f 

"For the wages of sin is death, but the gift of God 
is Eternal Life, through Christ Jeaus." 

K0MAM3, vi. 18th and 23d. 

The fii^t two texts selected for comment 



" Choose ye this day whom ye will seree.'" 

Josh., xsiv. 15. 

" I will give thee thy wages." 

EsoDirs, ssi. 9th. 

Thus began a work whose plan and scope 
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were very much changed as she proceeded, until 
a book, " The Good Eeport," the last her pen waa 
ever employed upon, was tlie result. Instead 
of being suited only to the comprehension of 
the untrained and ignorant, it expanded into a 
summary of the Christian's pilgrimage. There 
are forty days representing tlie forty years' wan- 
dering in the wilderness; and for every text 
taken from the Old Testament referring to this, 
is a corresponding text from the Kew Testament, 
confirmatory, explanatory, and exhibiting the 
harmony between the two, which was always a 
favorite study with her. 

This, in time, became her best beloved work, 
and it contains every thing which could make 
such a volume valuable, as the product of a life 
rich in meditation and spiritual apprehension. 
She wrote and re-wrote, and revised with the 
greatest care, submitting the results of such 
earnest labor, from time to time, to those in 
whose exegetical ability and spiritual insight 
she had reason to place great confidence. 

It is worthy of remark, that this book, con- 
taining from two to eight illustrative texts to 
each page, was wi'ittcii without tlie aid of a Con- 
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cordance, she bo literally '■^smrch^d Ihe Scrip- 
turesy Slie said tte time this con&uined was 
■well spent, since she found in the search bo 
many passages that were of use m other places. 
Her remarkable memory was of course of great 
assistance to her ; and her long-continued habit 
of reading daily, and of comparing parages, had 
led to much patient research and great knowl- 
edge. Her use of biblical references ia always 
beautifully apt, often giving thehappiest illustra- 
tions of their meaning. She says of this : 

" I do not tliinS I was ever a stiideiit of any thing but 
the Bible. To that I have diligently brought what was 
best in my ability." 



,1 Google 




CHAPTER VI; 

isTRonncTios to her last joxmi^AL. 

pN the spring of 1851" she opened the 
Tolttme whidi was not quite 
completed when she died. The intro- 
duction was a brief history of the pro- 
gress she had been making in her spiritual life, 
which every year became richer and deeper. 
On the first page she inscribes for a motto : 
" God'fl Proridenco is my Inheritance ;" 

the motto of Eobert Dutton, Mayor of Chester, 
England, who, in 1604, stayed in the city through 
the fearful plague, though all besides, whom the 
disease allowed to do so, deserted the town ; by 
this devotion he lost children and servants. 
Below the motto is an extract from a poem by 
Raleigh : 
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"Give me my Scallop shell of quiet, 

My staff of Faith to walk Tipon, 
My Hcript of joy, immortal diet, 

My bottle of Halvation j 
SIt gown of glory, Hope's true gauge, 
And thus ni take my pilgrimage." 

From Thomas k Kempis, the following : 

" There is therefore no aanetity if Thou, oh Lord, 
withdi-aw Thy Hmd. 

" Kg wisdom availeth if Thou cease to guide. 

"No conragehelpethifThou leave off to defend. 

" Uo chastity is secure if Thou dost not protect it. 

" Ifo custody of our own uvaileth if Th j sacred watch- 
fulness be not present with us." 

There arc great numbeis of short printed 
paragraphs on the leaves nsually left hlank, very 
characteristic selections, some marHng particular 
trials or events of her life, or special needs of 
Uer nature. They are evidently the accretion 
of the years which follow. Many more of these 
selections are lying loose through the volume, 
with here and there a memorial flower. The 
paragraphs are almost entirely of a rehgious char- 
acter, and evidently were preserved because they 
were considered " helpful." She never allowed 
any thing to escape which would serve herself 
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or others. The letters to her Mends frequently 
inclosed such extracts, n'lth a short note or 
comment donhhng the force of the comfort or 
lesson conveyed. 

" Gathering up the fragments that nothing 
should be lost," was a source of riches to her all 
the time. The same carefulness ■which preTcnt- 
ed waste in her household, and which made her 
hold every possession as one who must give 
account, was a graft of principle. Nature had 
not made a " Martha " of her ; grace developed 
in her the rarest comhination of the two sisters, 
the careful Martha and tlie devoted ifary, which 
the world has known. 

Here is one of the extracts which her own 
character might have suggested to another: 

" CliBxityia & virtue of all times and ol! places. It is 
not so much an independent grace in itself, es an energy 
whicL gives a last and iighest finish to every other, and 
resolves them into one common principle." 

The sketch of her religions life may as well 
be copied entire : 

" Locvsi CoiTAGE, Apra KA, ISOT. 

"It is eight years ago to-day, hy tlie oluirch calen- 
dar, since the day of iny confinnation. That wiis Palm 
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SoBday, April 18Ui, 1849 ; and in wishmg to get the exact 
date, I am reminded Iiott nseftil mj joarnal has been tff 
me Id many w^ajs, I am glad the hahit was feed at 
school. The teachers made a rule that each of the 
scholars should keep a joninal. My first was a veiy child- 
ish and trivial record, showing, however, my pecniiar 
traits of character much more plainly than I thonght 
then. The nest volume, written with occasional intervals 
of neglect, at Now Hampftin, exhibits all these faults of 
character deepened and strengthened by time. It ends 
with my engagement to Mr, Weal. 

" Tho third was commenced as a record of that^ and 
of the wonderful future which was opening to me throngh 
it. There are hut few entries before his death. After 
this, it had a higher object. It became a kind of confess- 
ional wherein I accused, and chiefly escnsed myself in 
the folly of these years. Its chief value is the clear 
record it is to me of tlie change in tiie character witness- 
ed agaiEst me in tho first volnmc, and confirmed in that 
which gives the history of my girlhood. It is a plan of 
tho battle I have fought, and I can trace some of the 
victories gained. There was no plan then. I struggled 
on blindly, with inward and outward fanlts and adverse 
or fortnnato circumstances. 

" The stand-point of this new life is nowhere written. 
It was an afternoon's talk with a ample-hearted, unedu- 
cated man who was going out to China as a missionary, 
impelled by a strong desire to work there. I do not even 
remember his name. For some reason, whioh also I 
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cannot reooOect, he called on my inother, who was en- 
gaged and sent me to him. I think this was in July, 1846. 
I am certain of the year, for it was shortly after the death 
of my adopted Bister Louisa, which had made me for the 
first time very mncli in earnest. 

" 'It would seem as if yon ought to go instead of me,' 
he BaJd, talking of his mission; 'you have had every 
advantage of education and instruction; I have had none.' 

"I remember meeting all his arguments with great 
flippancy. 

'"Oh show me what this faith meajw, audi will be as 
good a Christian as any of you,' I said. 

"I donotremember what bisreply was; but whether 
from that or a simple inward conviction, I instantly felt 
that ' FoAih was not of ourselves hut the gift of 6od,' to 
be had only for the asking, I went into my room, locked 
the door, and prayed for a full five minutea that fiiith 
might be given to me, I thought I would be^ to read 
the Bible again, asking God to help me understand it. 
This I did more or less regularly from that time, 

" In December of the same year, I came to Philadel- 
phia. Party, opera, theatre, and concert-going followed, 
natil ackness and death came. The inward struggle 
went on with more or less directness, 

" The rest is in the voinme commenced ten years ago 
and just closed. It is true that I find the record of Palm 
Sunday, 18i9, the day on which I openly devoted myself 
to a better life. "What have I done in these eight years 3 
"What jave I learned ! How much have I advanced f 
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These are the questions for to-day. In answering these 
my jonmal ia of the greatest aswstance to mo, for it is in 
some measnre a daguerreotype of the day on wlieh it 
Ttaa written. I see throngh all, how my prayers haya 
heen answered, often to tic letter— prayers that I scarcely 
fdt, only knew that I ought to feel at the time. How 
all worldly circumstances have proved for the best for 
me. How my fcesetting ains of vanity and seK-iudnlgenca 
have followed me— how they have heen checked hei-e and 
lopped off there—how they have sprung up again when 
least snapeeted— what gain I have made over them, and 
how they perpetually follow me as ' spiritual pride ' and 
'innocent ease.' 

" I have heen reminded that inconsistency is a special 
work of the Tempter, inasmuch as it not only destroys 
the good we have sought to do, hat hinders us from doing 
more, or attempting it— that hy this we fetter our own 
hands against attempting God's service. 

" The chief end of man being to serve and glorify God, 
how are we (p do so! 

" ! Therein is mp Father gl&r^d that ye Uar mmh, 

"■^Mery Irarwh that tear eth fruit, hepurgeth that it 
inay Jtring forth vuiTefndt.'' 

" Yet I shrink still from the pruner's knife, and the 
fluer'sfire. I never pray 'Lord humble me' that I do 
not cower and tremble in fear of the stroke, for I know- 
that He is a faithful hearer and answerer of prayer. 
The great wish of my heart now is that my husband may 
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bo witii me in all this desire of service and of in 
knowledge. Eiglit years tliis has been my prayer, ' Teaeli 
him Thy way.' 

" Lost Easier Sunday I lelt beaten back. SIJU I did 
not despair. Looting to-day oyer the past four years, I 
Bee how great a change is already wrought. It is the 
' ear,'' but let me go on hoping and praying for ' the full 
com in the ear.'' I have commenced a solemn Passion 
week, with this in view, and the good of many of our 
friends. That I may be watchful, and faithful to my vow, 
' Lord help me. That which I gee not, teach Thou me.'' " 

What can be added to this simple story of 
the grace of God working in her soul ? The 
implicit confidence that her prajera were never 
unheeded, has the child-like character which 
carries conviction of its source and inspiration. 
Her nature was not marked by singleness, nor 
her mind by credulity. On the contrary, when 
a girl she was noted for scheming and planning, 
and for carrying out her designs with an amount 
of tact which was so unusual that a lady, who 
was highly accomplished socially, said, after 
wateliing her with much interest ; 

" She has every quality which would command snccess 
in a Parisian »aUn. I never saw a woman born out of 
Paris, to such an inheritance of tact." 
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This trait, so commonly misused in society, 
because used to further selfish ends, became one 
of her most adroit weapons wherewith to serve 
othera, and to promote every good end and aim. 
She consecrated this as religiously as every 
other gift to her Master, whom site lived to 
glorify. 

That she was not credulous was shown in the 
rarity of the cases in which she was ever deceiv- 
ed. She grew every year more and more astute, 
as well as more charitable. Her insight was such 
that evil seemed unveiled in her presence. Her 
own soul undi^ised, compelled, as well as in- 
vited, sincerity from those about her. She was 
BO unflinching in self-investigation, she so rever- 
enced Truth in its every manifestation, that she 
"trod down" the old self "with words of sham- 
ing," lifting her eyes humbly to the cross from 
which she always sought strength and guidance. 

Her filial spirit was marked in the manner 
in which she received what she considered chas- 
tisements from the hand of a Father whose 
wisdom and whose love she never qurationed. 
She continually confuses to the involuntary 
shrinldng of the flesh, for her courage was not 
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instinctive ; Ijut the struggle is soon ended, and 
the acknowledgment, '^Ue doeth aU ihmgs w^," 
is heard from lips still white with the agony she 
had endured. 

Her journal is so feeble a showing forth of 
the beneficent action of her life, that the tempta- 
tion is great to withdraw the veil her delicacy 
always drew over all the circumstances which 
involved the feelings of others. Where was 
there trouble or sorrow that her presence, her 
voice, her purse, or her pen conld give comfort, 
that they were not offered with a spontaneity 
that showed them to be the offering of a heart in 
foil sympathy? And in all, was seen the wis- 
dom she had learned at such a cost. Every event 
of her eventfiil life had educated her for her 
work. JSTature and grace alike fitted her to 
counsel and advise, to comfort and sustain ; and 
she who became in the midst of most pressing 
family cares and duties, and in her delicate 
health, and dearly-bought leisure, the rod and 
staff of many a strong, but despairing natm'e, 
steadying the burden herself till the shoulders 
could take it again, was every day growing more 
and more '■^li'ke a Utile c?dlfV^ 
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111 a letter to a near relation, where her tender- 
ness and earnestness make her eluqTient, she 
sajs of herself : 

"I am harsli and arrogant, and dictatorial by nature. 
Perhaps you cannot imderstand what I straggle against 
at eTcry step of my own reli^ous enlightenment; how 
often I am betrayed into saying, ' LoTd, what shall thu 
man do ? ' Bnt, dear "ff ., it is Peter's zeal at heart, I 
want IT. to have the iaexpresablo relief, the abiding 
rest and confidence in every trial, wiethcr it is of God's 
sending, or seems to be of man's working, that this reliance 
OE the love, the tenderness, the infinite friendliness of 
CLiTst has brought to me. No one but my Heavenly Ta- 
ther can know how often, on my knees witli prayers and 
tears, I have sought this rest, this stronghold for her, when 
she seemed to bnfiet back the ministries of His Pi'ovidenoe, 
when every thing seemed to be against her. Not that I 
thrust myself in to assume the burden of her cares; it 
has only been when she has talked to me of them, laid 
them open as one may to the near and dear, tiiat I have 
said, 'Oh that she oould take all this to ITim, who 
alone could bear it for her,' " 

Ilerem was the secret of her strength, her 
power, to hear, to do. This was the fonntain 
of tho waters of Life, of might and healing, 
which she drank from continuallj ; and continu- 
ally the power of God was niauifested in her. 
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JlEKIIAPS no person who has had a 
religious education was ever fi-ee 
from the fetters which such teach- 
ing sometimes impoBee. Reference 
has hcen made to tiie church connection formed 
almost in her childhood ; from tins she emanci- 
pated herself when she found that what should 
be considered aa a stay and guidance was only 
irksome restraint. Whether from this time, 
when in her childish way she first sought to fit 
herself for a membership with the Church of 
Christ, and then as life's allurements opened upon 
her felt her resolution die away in the heat of 
the sun of worldly pleasure — or whether she was 
self-deceived in the foundation of her feelings, 
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ehe certainly does not in her private record of 
tliem go back to that period. 

She takes her first intelligent and compre- 
hending impression of her duty to God, as we 
see, from a chance conversation years after, and 
she goes to tlie Bible itself to be taught. There 
were points in the faith of her childliood which 
did not appeal to her when studying ont this mat- 
ter for herself. She gave her confidence to no 
one, but blindly struggled through the mists and 
clouds which necessarily settled over her path. 
As her own strength failed her, she learned that 
from God Cometh our Salvation. When hu- 
man wisdom availed not, she went to the source 
of all knowledge ; and as she read, her heart burn- 
ed within her, and she knew Christ as revealed 
in the Gospel, and followed Him in the way. 
One by one, she settled for herself questions of 
duty, and her life made it plain that she came 
daily into a clearer light and a plainer path. 

As years went by, she recognized the moan- 
ing of the teachings which had made so feeble 
an impression on her early years, and felt their 
value. She had became a commtmicant of the 
Episcopal Church, and was always a faithful 
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adherent to its tenets ; but her " true religion 
and nndeflled " could not long be trammelled by 
sectarian influences. When her principles pro 
dominated over the tastes which were bo much 
better satisfied with the service of the Church of 
England, her catholicity increased constantly. 
She always felt that in the bosom of tlie church 
where she had found repose and shelter, there 
was that which no other form of Protestantism 
could give to her at least; but she questioned 
DO one's conscience who differed from her. 
"WTiereyer the followers of Christ met to pray, 
there she could pray ; informed by His spirit, 
she recognized readily the same inspiration in 
others. Her love and reverence for her own 
church was never less than at first, but her 
sympathies grew broader as she came to lay less 
stress on externals, and to remember, in all her 
judgments, what His would be who looketh at the 
heart and judgeth of the intention, " trying the 

She said once that it struck her curiously in 
her review of the faith in which she had been 
bred, that she had to 7'e-leam so much that she 
had heedlessly forgotten, or wilfully unlearned ■ 
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" I find out more and more ray indettednesa 
to my Cliristian training, to the influence of the 
sincere piety of the relations who directed my 
childish thoughts. I have had many a weary 
step in Beeting the old path. I have great com- 
fort in my mheritance offaithP 

There waa no doctrine peculiar to what is 
called orthodoxy, of which she did not make a 
study. She would Boraetimes say, " I have not 
yet examined this point, and have no definite 
ideas, but I wiH take it up immediately ;" and 
forthwith she would apply herself diligently 
to a renewed searching of the Scriptures, and 
there would ho an accumulation of evidence 
in her mind as passage after passage was found 
and applied, and the question forever settled. 

She read very few doctrinal books; after 
" The Pilgrim's Progress," which she always 
said was next to the Bible to her, her favorite 
volumes were devotional. Thomas k Kempis 
was a daily guide. Taylor's " Holy Living and 
Dying " was always near her. George Herbert 
and Keblc were great sources of comfort, and 
many more. Bishop Wilson of the number, 
were constant companions. She had alao a 
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■Bingular fondness for religious iDiograpliy. At 
first her -tastes led to a selection of those whose 
morbid tendencies were in accordance with her 
own; bnt tliis yielded, as her mind took a 
stronger tone, to the healthier influences of sound 
thinkers and active workera. She could not 
have much sympathy with the devotee whose 
piety revolved about self, who spent her time in 
morbid self-questioning, her zeal in prayers in 
her own behalf. She daily and hourly illus- 
trated her faith by her works, making the tenor 
of her life the most impressive lesson she taught. 

She was once asked, " How do you find time 
to pray for all tlie world ? I find it takes all 
the time and energy I can secure to pray for 
myself." 

"If you begin by praying for yourself, it is 
very likely you will find time for nothing else ; 
hut if you remember others before yourself, you 
will he sure to find the time for ' Lord help me,' 
and feel your need so keenly, that this short 
prayer will comprehend it all." 

Her ideas of a proper observance of the 
Sabbath, were the result of a close investigation 
of the most ]irofitable use to be made of the day. 
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She interpreted the eomrnandmeiits as she did 
every thing in the Old Testament, by a cont- 
parison with the teachings of Christ. To those 
whose ohaervance was less religious than lier 
own, she was accustomed to say : 

*'I cannot judge for you, but I know my 
own needs. I know that there are none too 
many hours in the day for the rest from worldly 
care, and for the devotional service for which it 
provides me time and opportunity. I cannot 
believe my need greater than tbat of others ; but 
I may be mistaken, so I do not judge for any 
but myself. One thing I intend to spare no 
pains to accomplieh ; the day sliall never be 
irksome to the children." 

In her journal elie says ; 

" Tte storm is so violont that I do not tliiat there 
can be service. It was a great comfort as I woke this 
morning to thint there would be church days all the 
week, that I could carry yesterday with me through it all, 

" "When not more than seven or eight years old, I 
used to wake with such a feeling of relief when Sunday 
was over for a whole sis days, and I thought Heaven 
must be a dreary place when the hymn said : 
i'er break up 
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This 13 a different feeling entirely. I am be^nning to 
understand the possibility of its being HeaTcn for that 
very reason. We try to make Sunday a happy day for 
the children, for the remembrance of onr own weariness 
which lasted so many years," 

And then follows a parage comparing the 
way tlio Sabbaths were now passed by her hus- 
band, and his satisfaction in them, with those he 
spent when she first knew him— 

. " When he did not come down stairs tiE tea o'clock 
in the morning, and di-ove ont to High Bridge with a 
sleighing partry in the afternoon. Kot very hopeful I G od 
certainly sared me in the rash leap my engagement was. 
I often wonder at it now. Ho led ns to each other for our 
mutual help and comfort. Tho necessity of watching my 
own conduct and consistency, lest I shonld put stumbling 
hlocksinhispath,hasbeenof the greatest service tome; 
and his firmness has had the best influence over my 
waywardness. Yesterday certfdnly differed very much 
from that first Sunday of our acquaintance I 

" Certainly the Sahhatli is ' a sign between God and 
man.' They who hallow the Sabbath do win the blessing 
in spiritual if not in worldly gain, as was the old promisa 
to the Jews, Keeping the Sabbath properly was one of 
my first strivings and difficulties, and I began to teach 
Sunday School only to keep myself employed, and so to 
lessen temptation. That first year of our marriage, liis 
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ways were bo different; the whole year I grieved over 
mibaUowed SaLbaths. Then we made a rule not to talk 
of busiaess on. Snnday. 'ITeTcr mind,' I would say, 'we 
won't taii about that to-day.' How many bine hours it 
baa turned aside I" 

The SaLtath bencatli her roof was a pecu- 
liarly sweet day. The family arrangements were 
made as far as possible with a view to the con- 
venience of the servants as well as their own. 
Such claims were never overlooked, nor were 
those of the children, although this was Mr. 
Haven's only day at home, and his happiness 
came before all tiiese considerations. "With 
what sweet earnestness and tact did she exert 
herself that all should say, " this is the beat day 
in the week to me." 

As her children became old enough to attend 
she sent them to the Sabbath School, though she 
carefully attended to the preparation of their 
lessons. She taught them verses of hymns and 
passages of Scripture, explaining every thing to 
them in the simplest manner, and often illus- 
trating with her peculiar aptness and force. In 
the evening often, as they grew older, she was 
accustomed to gather them about the piano, and 
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teach them Kttio songs, leading their yoieos by 
her own ; and as the niiree came for them one by 
one to put them to bed, her " good night " kiss 
had a blessing in it that surely "brought angels 
down " in sleep. 

Then, she eouJd consult her own tastes, per- 
haps some sacred music, or a chapter or two 
from a wise boot, some religious poetry, the 
Bible, and so ended a day hallowed, and profit- 
able to body and soul. She one evening said 
to a guest, whose fine singing of sacred music 
■was a very great pleasure to her, m his occasional 
Tosits, " "Will you read me my favorite chapters 
in Hebrews. Tou know them. Tour reading 
of the Bible is a great satisfaction to me. I 
enjoy it as much aa your singing ;" and shading 
her eyes with her hand she followed the reader 
almost breathlessly, her reverential spirit mak- 
ing its own vivid impression in tlie sympathy it 
awoke in all in the room. So she hallowed the 
Sabbath. 

She believed in the ministry of fasting to some 
extent, and writing of it in her journal she says: 

"I have devoted this week to , ia special self- 

•Jeniol and prajer. Last night I came upon tl.ia help and 
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cneonragement, if I daro lake it to myself: ^At the le- 
ginning of thy avj>plication tlie commandment cams 
forth.' This is a familiar Bogatsky test, and was in the 
morning lesson of yesterday. In looting for it to read it 
over I cams to this. I Lave never had any faith in fbst- 
ing save as an esercise of aelf-deniaL 

" '/n thoie days, /, Daniel^ was mourning three full 
weekg,' 

" ^ I ate no pleasant Iread, neither came flesh nor leine 
into tny mouth.' 

" '■Fear not, for from thefint day t/iat thou didst set 
thine heart to understand, and to chastise thygey\ "before 
thy God, thy words were heard.' 

" It certainly has been so, from tho time that I began 
to desire earnestly Him I had followed so long in dark- 
ness, hut who had, nevertheless, npheld and led me the 
while. Will it not be ao now f " 

And here we find a lijma written hj her 
for Palm Sunday, breatliing a spirit of devout 
thanksgiving and praise : 

Saviour, Thou iost gently led me, 
And my heart would grateful be ; 

Onco I heeded not tbj gnidance. 
Now I press more close to Thee! 

Then I thought mjaclf anfflcient, 
Then I thought my wisdom wiao. 

Knowing not Thy strength upheld me, 
Nor the blindness of mine eyes 1 
10* 
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Thanks for eTery hidden danger 
Warded off by watcliful guide, 

Thanta for every block of atmnbling 
Whicii Thy band batb pat aside. 

That mine oyca at length are open 
To my weakness, to Tbine aid, 

Tbat I beard when aigbt mas darteat 
'■ It is I, be not afraid." 

SaTO me, Master, or I perisb. 
Darkness, deatb, are still nbroud. 

Still uphold ma, siill direct me, 
Let me not forsake the Lord. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

COm-lICHfED FAITH.. 

"EAB-niE SiTMDAY, April, 1651, 

S is not what I Lave been looking for- 
ward to as East«r Sunday. My first 
Bcnsfttaona on awaking were physical 
pain and a sense of lingering suffering. 
"A gray, lowering sky, and an impatient epirit. As I 
came to myself as it were, tiankful hope, peace at least, 
and ti-ust were ahove all other feelings. It is the anni- 
versary of the denial I seemed to have last Easter, which 
hasheen present with me all day. TMt was the i-epulse ; 
the silence I had had before. StiU I was not left to 
doubt that the answer would come at last to all I had 
so long prayed for. 

" Now it is raining heavily. The day, after all, suits 
me better than one of brightness. ' C'ltrist has risen in- 
deed.^ I am gratefol. I desire to be thankful as I have 
never been before for Eis precions death and burial, and 
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His glorious risurrection and ascenaion. My heart is 
keeping tiie feaat, even through my tears, I hmvs in 
whom I have lelieeed, I hnow that my Eedemaer Uveth. 
I de^re to be tlianldul for all He has shown me of Him- 
Belf and His kingdom, here and hereafter, dming the last 
week especially. lie has rewarded my nnfdthfal Tigil. 
It was to be for others, hat the prayer hath turned to my 
own bosom. 'All thy promkca are /cdthfttlnesa and 
truth.'' ^Ee that goeth forth weeping shall eome again 
with joy.'' This softly droppii^ rdn shall canse the 
green grass and the flowers to spring up when the sun 
follows it" 

She then puts on record some of the sugges- 
tive thoughts of the week : 

"Death, the last birth pang, and so to be borne with 
foiiitade. 

"Mothers know moat of Christ's sufferings; the ap- 
prehensnon, ' hov) am I straightened till it be aecompligh- 
ed; ' the agony, the support in saffering. 

" Women not only ' last at the cross, and first at the 
sepnlchre,' bnt tho especial messengers to call men to 
' come and tee where the Lord laff,' when tliey are faithful 
wives azid mothers. 

"Zeal and Love set ont together: Love ontrnnneth 
Zeal, yet apprehension, apart of love, makes it pause an/i 
hesitate. Zeal prcsseth forward and seeth the burial 
clothes iirst, bnt love first lielkveth, 

"Zeal is appointed to strengthen the hrcthren under 
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worlffly temptation and snffering. To love U given tie 
highest revelation of the life to come, the end of proph- 
ecy. 

"Flowers a tjpe of the purity of Eden, a pledge of 
the beauty and perfection of tho new Earth." 

[" lie that dosireth to keep the grace of God, let him 
he thoniful for grace ^ven, aod he patient in the taking 
away thereof. Let him pray that it may return ; let him he 
caTitions and hnmLle lest he lose it."— Thomas i Kempis.] 

" April 18M, 

"I have several times thought of a group of sonnets, 
to he called 'The Cradle and the Cross.' ThiamorningI 
said to hahy, ' that grateful little smile I' 8. sfdd, ' that 
remmds me of the chickens in Filgrim's Progress, how 
they look up as they drink,' I thought of this afterwards. 
The helpless httle thing knows my voice, and whoever 
has her, or however she may he carried, turns her head 
and smiles when she hears it. 'My sheep know my 
voice.' Yesterday this occurred to me. I take away 
hnrtful, thongh most atti-active playthings, ant^ suhstitnt* 
those less desirable hnt safe. 

" Thia was a comfort in Keble this morning. I have 
been so heavy-hearted at times this week : last night S. 
said, 'It is my turn to be enconra^ng— &( your affec- 
tiom on tUnga aloM. Isn't that what yon toP me f ' 

" 'BeTivc our dying Dres to burn, 

And of our scholars let U3 learn 
Our (iWQ forgotkn lore' 
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" Thee, too, on a sheet of printed matter, which I 
was consoltiog about some bnaiaess affair, I found that 
hymn of Uhland's : 

" ' Friend, thoa mnat Imst in Him 
Who trod before 
The desolate paths of life' 

" If these things do me so much good, why may not 
my thoughts help some one else ? It is because there are 
such floods of weak, tiresome Terses, that I do not write 
more; so many self-deceiving, that I do not want to he 



"ApHlMtk, 

" The only thought that I have for my book to-night 
is not clear. Yet something suggested by the subject of 
the week. 

"'■And beginning at Moses and all tie prophets, he 
tetpounded unto them in all the Scri^tvm the things 
concerning himsey.'' 

"The necessity of our acquaintance with the Old 
Testament, not only in the way of example and en- 
couragement, but to be able to understand types and 
prophecies as regards our Saviour and Ilia work of Ke- 
demption. 

"Again, ' Th-eir eyea isereholden till tU Irealcing of 
Iread.' 

" Often those who have walked with Jesus and learn- 
ed much from Him, do not realize His presence till the 
breaking of bread, especially the Sacrament." 
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These scattered thoughts, and hints for 
thought, reveal what was occupying her mind, 
giving it purpose, and leading, in the case of 
material gathered for her book, to accomplish- 
jnent. The group of sonnets was never achiev- 
ed, though iu the manuscript volume hefore 
refei'red to, are many thoughts preserved with 
the design of working them up for the sonnets. 
She judged, as we aU are apt to do, of the 
utility of these thoughts and suggestions, by the 
service they had done herself. That which 
brought her help or healing she knew could not 
fail to benefit another. A "Common Place 
Eook " could be easily made of " helpful " pas- 
sages of prose and poetry copied or referred to 
by her. From some she extracted their sweet 
\visdoni, and nourished and strengthened those 
who turned to her to be fed. With all she en- 
riched herself, and provided for the demands she 
constantly received, to which so very few in this 
world are at all capable of responding, " Served 
herself by every sense of service rendered," 
to live and serve were identical in her mind. 
She forgot the endm'ance which in pain and 
) she could not but experience. She 
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trod beneath her feet the selfish pleaeurea wliich 
are the sole object in life of bo many of her eex-^ 
of all persons, indeed, both men and women ; for 
of the two, perhaps the scale wonld turn more 
readily in favor of the self-denial of women ; and 
all this she seems to do with the singleness and 
nnconsciousness which guarantee sincerity. She 
nowhere dwells upon it; she nowhere exacts it 
of herself as one who wrestles with self for the 
reward of virtue. It was the spontaneous off- 
spring of the inner life ; the natural growth of 
principles so deeply implanted, so thoraughly 
inwrought, that you saw tliem only ui their 
fruits. 

Her beloved book had gradually changed in 
character and now in name. She called it " The 
Gi-ood Eeport;" its motto was "A Good Report 
through Faith." She does not often allude to 
it in her journal, never except in the vague 
manner seen in the quotations already made. 
But there is another volume which seemed to be 
the treasure house for the wisdom garnered for 
her book. " The Good Eeport " became a rec- 
ord of her inner life, of her hours of meditation, 
of the comfort and strengtii which she drew 
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from the Scriptures, in whicli slie found the 
■witntss she sought of her Eedeemer, and the 
promise of Eternal Life. 

For years one ■wish, one hope, was deepest 
in her heart, nearest to her lips in the hour of 
supplication, uppermost always in her thoughts — 
the conversion to the faith and practice which 
marked her life, of one most near and dear to 
her. Many pages record the struggle, as " hope 
deferred " made her faith sometimes waver ; and 
then follow the assurances which she repeats to 
herself, and which nourish her conviction that 
" praying hreath is never speni; in vain." Others 
whom she loved, many for whom she saw her 
friends interested, and for whom she prayed, 
came from time to time " into the enclosure of 
the church," and still she endured the trial of 
her faith ; her husband, and her beloved, only 
brother, had never knelt beside her to receive 
the symbolic bread and wine. 

" Once," she says, " my hopes died out, and 
a great temptation to distrust, and deepondeney 
overwhelmed me. Indeed, after this I had 
many such temptations." 

She writes: 
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" One Sunday, uttSrJy diacouraged by a dinner table 
talk, I rose and left the table ; taking np my Bible, I re- 
member I came upon the test : 

" ' We hane foiled all night and hcvce iafei nothing, 
]S'm>eTt7ieleM at Thy word I will let down fhe neV 

" I came up stairs and prayed for belp to do my duty 
by myself at least, and then began to write a chapter of 
' The Good Eeport.' As I flnislied S. came up stairs 
looking for me. 

" '"Why doyen stay up here in the beat?' 

'"To keep myself employed, andirom breaking tba 
Sabbath.' " 

A conversation followed, which, she says, 
gave her great cheer; and not long after this, 
comes a record of a Communion eervice, too 
tender and sacred to give to others' eyes than 
those to whom slie had opened her anxioua, 
loving heart. 

There seemed really now to have come a 
turning point in many things which had occa^ 
Bioned her concern ; and she prefaces an account 
of some circumstances which made their fiiture 
prospects hrighter, with these words : 

" How often have I said to S. ' Seek fir&t tfte 
Kingdom of Heaven, and aU else shdlUe added"^ 

As another Easter approached, she writes : 
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■ " This is, in all probability, the date of brother's Oon- 
flrmation, and my mother vritea me that K, will proba- 
bly be baptized on Easter Snnday. How thfliJd'iii I am 
that I took courage to speak to her last Hummer, else she 
would have been gathered in without my having ' part or 
lot in the matter,' when she belongs to me so nearly too I 
In her letter to me she says, 'I had almost resolTed to 
^ve up trying, when you spofee to me. I have since 
thought that was the word iu season.' Yes, and I re- 
member how I delayed ' the word in season ' day after 
day, and went to her at last, with so little coniage. I 
will have more faith in these impressions for parlionlar 

K. -was her joimg half-sister, the only child 
living of her mother's second marriage. Mrs. 
Haven had been a particnlar favorite of her 
step-father's, and was at home during much of 
the httle girihood of this sister. After her step- 
father's death she bad charged bei-self with the 
direction and expense of K,'a education, out of 
loTe for the child and grateful and affectionate 
remembrance for the father. She constantly 
speaks of her as " my sister and adopted child." 

Eeplying to her mother's letter she says : 

" I do not think there is the least reason for doubt or 
discouragement for her. The settled detei-mination by 
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God's help is tlie thing, and we have no right to donbt 
that onr sms are forgiven the moment we ask for it in 
God's appointed way. Our natures still remain the same, 
only the principle of action is changed, a desire to do 
right, and a dependence on God's help, taiing the place 
of indifference and actual wrong doing. Sanctifieation ia 
another matter, and people are so inclined to oonfonnd 
the two. If people who have been ten and twenty years 
trying to do right, ^ve way to temper or any besetting 
ma, a person jnst commencing has no reason to be dis- 
couraged because overtaken in a fault. They are only to 
ask instant pai-don, not to let it hang over them as a 
discouragement, and ask more grace of watchfulness for 
time to come. Praying and watching with all persever- 
ance, and the study of the Bible to know what to do, and 
to avoid, are at every stage of life the special duties, and 
the warfare with self, ' the good fight of faith ' goes on 
to the last, literally a ^warfare,'' with ddly battJea, 
losses, or victories ; hut this is all meant for K. herself, 
and what I intended writing to her." 

" With E.'s letter, earae a most discoura^ng one from 
Mr. H, (This was an old gentleman for whom she had a 
tender and great respect, but whom she regarded as in a 
fetal religious error.) We have been writing on the sub- 
ject of the authencity of the Bible, and the Divinity of 
Christ, during the whole winter. The correspondenee 
grew out of this: After poor O.'s death last spring I 
wrote liim a letter, and remembering my cowardice in 
acknowled^ng the great principle of our faith— Christ 
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the onlj way of Life— I spoke of it indirectly, though 
clearly. Ho replied to me soon after, and taking note of 
what I had written, sdd he had had to unlearn many 
thiuga tanglit him in his childhood, such as the existence 
of a state of future punishment, the general delnge, etc. ; 
in short, defining his religious faith as a simple hdief in 
the existence of an all-wise, all-powerful creator, the 
supreme Good or God, and that for the future every 
thing depended on our reverence for Him, and on our 
good eonduct. 

"This last lettei", after I have exhausted every argu- 
ment ia my power, ia very, very diaconraging. Were it 
not that ' the things that a/re impeaaiile mth mm, a/re 
possible with God,'' I should despair of any change; hut 
I know that the Eoly Spirit ie all-powerful, and that 
prayer will he answered, therefore this fast I keep for 

him and especially for Mr. J . I hope it is not wrong 

to pray as I do for so good a man. It seems the height 
of presumption and of arrogance for me to think him ia 
the wrong ; and yet he is, if ' all Scripture is given ly in- 
spiration of God.'' What else can the whole line of 
type and prophecy of a Saviour mean? How else can it 
he reasonably interpreted ! 

" Another evidence to me of his error, is the paralyzed 
condition of his church : no earnestnesa, no vitality, no 
ansiety for the general distribution of the Bihle, no 
earnest prayer that all the ends of the earth may have 
the Gospel, as well as ourselves. They cannot lore 
Christ a* we do. He is to them but a teacher, a perfect 
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and holy example ; to us Ee is ' God manifest in the 
flesh,'' dying for us, bearing our sins, our sorrows not 
Ilie own, our Savionr, onr Eedeemer the "Way, the 
Truth, the Life, the new and hving Vay, the only access 
to God the Father, ' WU loved and gave Bimselffor m.' 

" ' LoTe so amazing so divinii 

Demands my BOnl, mj life, my all.' 

" A teacher cannot inspire this, a simple witness of 
the truth, a martyr. They say 'Socrates died more 
calmly.' How can they thus deny their LordI 

" I pray for Mr. F , Ilei-e again is aa impossibil- 
ity, bat for the all-powerful voice that turned Saul's 
Jewish zeal into Paul's Oliristian earnestness. I pray for 
him, because he has such a weight of influence with his 
friends, in his church, in the community. Once fully 
aroused, like Paul, he would sway all hearts by hia elo- 
quence and weight of argument, by testimony. If I ani 
wrong in this feeling may God forgiye me. If my mo- 
tives are unholy, purify them. Let me in all things 
desu'e only the glory of God, Lot this be indeed my 
chief end and aim, out of a pare heart, fervently. Wow 
if ever, in the midst of such a general advent call ^pre- 
pare ye the way of the Lord,' snoh miracles as these I 
seek, may come to pass. 

" I scarcely receive an ordinary letter in which con- 
versions are not spoken of. Father B. may be right. I 
said to hira : ' When do you think the good time of the 
thousand years will come, fiither ? ' 
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" ' In October, 185T, before the Indian Conquest, or the 
general interest in Africa, through Dr. liyingstone, or yet 
the bombarAment of Canton ; before the panic iiad fdi-ly 
nnfolded, or TJnion prayer-meetings were thought of, I 
aaid: "In not fkr from asteen yeara, those who are living 
will see its commenoement. I am bound to believe in it 
bj every rule for the interpretation of prophecy." ' 

" ' And do you think it will be a visible reign of 
Christ S ' 

" ' Ko ! My idea ia that it will be a general prepon- 
derance of Christian principle, and therefore of the best 
good of nations throughout the globe.' 

"If 'the seeret of the Lord is with tTum tMt fear 
Him,'' father must be trusted with knowledge beyond 
any one I know of. 

" At all events this has ^ven me great help and com- 
fort this winter — to looh for Eia appearing. 'My sotil 
leill watch for Sim, more than they who watch far the 
morning.'' " 
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LEAVrna LOCUST C0TTA6E. 

» OCtrST COTTAGE was only separated 
by a liedge and a low growth of 
ornamental shrubbery from the 
grounds of one of the oldest I'esi- 
dences in the township of Kye. The house, 
which stood upon a knoll elevating it consider- 
ably above the cottage it overlooked through the 
treea, was very unpretentious, but the grounds 
were lovely and threaded by walks, every one 
of which would have pleased the eye of the critic 
whose " line of grace and beauty " is bo famous. 
"When J. Fennimore Cooper began his career as 
a writer, " Closet Hall," as the place was then 
called, was his residence, and his first novel, 
'• Precaution," bears that date. Closet Hall is 
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still its name amongst some of tlie oM connty 
families. 

This pretty place, ■whose late owners and 
occupants liad become intimate friends of 
!Mr. and Mrs. Haven, was very much admir- 
ed by them. It waa unoccupied now, and 
JUj9. Eaven often wished they were able to 
to it. Tiie feeling was appreciated 
ired by her husband, who without her 
; began negotiations for its purchase. 
She says : 

"On Wew Tear's day, 1858, we walked about the 
grounds, and S. told me for the first time of hia losses 
dnring the fall (alluding to the disasfj'ous "panic" of 
ISSV), and said that the moaej lie lost then would have 
purchased this place. For awhile ' we played at owning it,' 
and amnsed ourselves with planning alt«rationa, Bnt hj 
and by we came down from the clouds, and home agdn." 

This was written in utter unconsciousness 
of her husband's intentions. 

Before spring, however, the secret came to 
light, and she was delighted with the prospect of 
Bo pleasant a home of " their very own." She 
wrote to her sister : 

"In tlio winter it will bo snuTiy and ccsy; in tlie 
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summer with its trees, and its deep verandas, we can live 
out of doors in the shade. The low French windows in 
front open on a deep piazza, which is overgrown with 
roses. This was one of the improvements made hy Mr. S., 
whose taste has done so much for the grounds, and whose 
ownership haa very mnch improved the place, I am told. 
Apart from the satisfaction of laving a home of onr 
own— associations go a great ways with me, yon know. 
Do jon rememher one moonlight wait tkrongh the 
grounds in the snmmer evening when the dr was heavy 
with the perfume of the flowers, especially the tuhe roses, 
with which we came home laden? A few snch remem- 
hranceg will cm-e me of the spell the moonlight has held 
over me ever since those nights of agony during that 
first dreadful spring in Seventh street I shall take nature 
back to my heart in our new home, and open to her every 
influence." 

On the lawn each side of the house were 
elmnps of fine oW Willows. These now give 
name to the place ; and after this spring we find 
her dating from "The WillowB." There are 
few records in her journal which refer to the 
change. In her little hueiness diary, a small 
hoot hept with more regularity than the journal, 
she writes : 

" Feb. BM. 

" I gathered np the loose ends of husiness, and quieted 
my mind for Sunday," 
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" Found it hard to keep from talking and tliinking of 
the new home, hut tried not to." 

" Concluded to take it, bnt I find it will he difficult to 
^ve np the Cottage." 

In her journal she writes : 

"April id, Eastbk Bti. 

"I am sitting hj the open window in the delicious 
Lush of a halmy atmosphere. A true Easter Even, hush- 
ed, watchful, bnt not sad. 

" I have enjoyed my practice hour very much, and I 
begin to feel that 1 have more control of the instrument 
agiun. It is a great and fresh pleasure, and grew out of 
my determination to give half an hour at least of every 
day through Leut, to the praclace of church music on the 
piano. I think so much of my improvement because of 
our Sunday evenings at home, and the more as the chil- 
dren grow older." 

"ApHl 4rt, Eabtek SnHDii. 

" To show how thankless our hearts are, I have 
absolutely to drive myself to make a ncord of the anni- 
versary when my faith was so sorely tried, and which 
also saw it most abundantly confirmed. I looked forward 
to it only to find the morning distracted, first by a self- 
discusMon about wearing a new bonnet, and when in 
chnrch by the wnging of the amateur choir, after all our 
week of practice. I record the ovil as I would tbo good, 
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nor is it a new thing to say how straiigo that the mind 
should he so distracted by trifles afUsr the most earnest 
rhoughts. These friyolons thoughts died away at last, 
Bud I prayed at least to he gratoftil for my husband's 
presence beside me. Tor K, and T., the first communion 
of each. 'Svreh/ tny cup runneth over.^ I had. no time 
to write that day, and this seems so cold a record, so nn- 
thaidtfnl ; my desires so mnch less earnest, my life so 
selfish, my aims so wandering I 

" This may he the last entry I shall make in Locust 
Cottage. Four years ago I earae out here looking for a 
home. What a home it has heen, my journal hears 
record. Then, we had one child, no settled prospects. 
Here wo have gone through manifold chasteninga and 
corrections, hut all in love. Every day's journey in the 
wilderness has had its pillar of guidance, and its food 
from Heaven. 

" In my reading during the whole week before S. was 
reelected to the Board, I came upon many promises that 
the IsraeUfes shonld enjoy abundance and plenty in tlie 
good land they had gained. Sometimes it crossed my 
mind that God was going to give ns a worldly prosperity 
as well as spiritual gain ; but I did not dwell upon it at 
aU, though I remember especially noticing the cessa- 
tion of manna, 'and on that day they did eat of the com 
of the land.' So it has been with us, since we have eaten 
of the com, God's gift, as well as the manna. 

"So far we have been fully jnstifled in our deci^ou 
;n regard to our change of homes. 'The Willows' has 
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been thoronglily repaired, and put in the nicest order, 
and is now nearly ready for ns. Next Sunday will prob- 
ably be our laat here. ' If Thy presence go not with i/s, 
tarry us not up hence,'' we have prayed from the first." 

"SWA. 

" The last Sunday in Locnat Cottage, where we have 
beea so happy, and blessed 80 far beyond our expecta- 
tions. I have seldom prayed for worldly prosperity, only 
for freedom from actual pressing care, never for a place 
of our own. 

" Here I have learned most of what 1 know of God's 
goodness and love to us, all of Ofirist that I now com- 
prehend. Here prejudice and indifference has been over- 
come in S., and we have commenced fknily prayers and 
dedicated all onr children to God's sei-vice. Two of them 
were bom here; all are in health; traly for ourselves we 
seem to liave nothing to ask I 

" ITonr years ago this month since I came ont hero, 
looking for a little sheltering home; how blessed it has 
been ! I remember praying in the cars that God would 
direct my choice. I do not donbt that the prayer was 
answered. I knew nothing of the way, of first causes, or 
second causes, or the 'snspen^on of natural laws' of 
which people aJ-gne. I have no other ai^ument than 
that of the blind man in the Gospel, ' This one thing J 
hnow, that whereas I was Uind, now I see," and that I did 
trust witb imphcit faith in God's guiding Providence, and 
every event of our lives proves that we have been led iu 
predsely the way that was best for us. 
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" It seems scarcely possible that I am to pass through 
such heavy trials again, in the futnre; these past few 
months have been, such 'a rest round ahout from our 
enemies, outwardly in the lody, and inieardly in tJte soul,^ 
that I shrink from the necessity of preparing for further 
conflicts. Yet I know such must be before me. 

"I think sometimes that God has given ns this new 
home as a trial of our snl>misMon to His will, when He 
sees fit to take it away again ; or perhaps I may lose my 

husband, or . But I thank God that it is all in His 

hands ; ' I desire to be content tfl do Thy will, oh God.' 
I rest in the knowledge that ^vtith Mm tJiere is no 
variableness, neither shadow e/tuming; ' that He has said, 
/ will not leave thee nor forsake thee ; ' that there is no 
lost in Sim. The actual truth of God's watch care, and 
Christ's faithfulness, is like ' the shadow of a great reel: in 
a weary land.^ 

" Not that I should be sure of being so submissive and 
patient if the trial come. I know from my last week's 
experience that I am only good when guarded from temp- 
tation, checrfid because of prosperity, amiable when I 
can control circumstances. I am glad of the lesson, and 
of this morning's lesson, that I must learn to be content, 
to be counted least, and oven to have failed when I am 
really trying to do my best. I see my temptations to 
aelf-iadulgenoe in habit, and in spiritual self-deniaL I 
plan much, but trifles seem to come between me and 
the accomplishment I am silent when I might make 
on opportunity to speak for the good of others, and break 
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down by my careless example where I have been trj'ing 
to build up. These are some of the things I see, jet 1 
believe — 

"In doing is the knowledge won 
Of seeing what remaias undone ; 

Let this our pride repress. 
And give us grace, a growing store, 
That day bj day wc may do more 

And maj' esteem it less." 

She epeaksliere of eometimes allowing oppor- 
tunities to converse with others on their best in- 
terests to pass uniraproyed. This was certainly 
a self-condemnation, like many others which she 
mates, which only a very sensitive conscience 
could have suggested. She employed many 
ways of approaching those ahout her, and every 
thing became an occasion for a good word. If 
she was in town and had business at her pub- 
lishers, their testimony is that she seldom went 
away without turning to account some chance 
to utter a word in season. " She seldom went 
away without my feeling that I was the gainer 
hy her visit," said one ; and another remarked ; 
" When she closed tlie door the sun seemed to 
have gone under a cloud." 

In her home, if a servant spoke impertinent- 
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ty; "^i" g^'^s way to ill-temper, she was aeciistora- 
ed to say : 

"I caimot talk to you now, wlien you are 
angry; go and say yom' prayers and then we will 
talk this matter over," 

And said one who horo this witness to the 
graoe of her heloved mistress after many years 
of service : 

" I used to be angry very often, ma'am, for 1 
have a qnick temper, but Mrs. Haven never lost 
her own temper; and I wotdd come baek so 
ashamed after saying my prayers, that she found 
me qnite ready to listen to her, and it did seem 
she might be growing prond-lLke that I was 
getting humble at last, and more patient." 

If no occasion should come for a serious 
^vord which it might he on her mind to say to a 
guest, during a visit, the visitor would find on 
departing a note slipped into the hand with the 
" good-bye " clasp, or the same would take plaw 
when exchanging greetings on leaving church, 
as- is the habit with country families. These ex- 
pressions were not the result of sudden impulses, 
but of earnest and prayerful interest, accumulat- 
ing for days, and months even, diu-ing which her 
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anxiety for her friend would sometimes keep her 
wakeful and prayerful during the night watches. 
She once wrote to a very intimate friend : 

" I do not know how I should bear the almost painful 

interest wliich I feol in if I could not carry the 

whole matter to God, and leave it with humble trust in 
His hands. It is auoh an inexpressible relief to feel, in 
my own helplessness, that there is One, who is all- 
powerfal, and who has promised to hear and answer 
prayer, I think if I could not feel this with all the 
assurance which the promises bring me, I should sink 
under the aolicitudo I cannot put out of my mind. !N"ow 
I can do a little in my small way, but I have such a con- 
tidence that God can do all else that is needed." 
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PART IIL 

£M!ADr FOIt REST. 



CHAPTER I. 

THE WILL0V3. 

t HE beautiful spring-time found them 
in tlieir new home, tlie last and 
most beloved home on earth of 
Alice Haren, The strong attach- 
ment which she always felt for the " sheltering 
roof," and the abode of peace and comfort, 
sprmig up at once in " the heaTenlj place," as 
she sometimes called it, which was now their 
own. In thick shoes, and a broad garden hat, 
she spent as much time as she could command 
on the lawn, under the old trees, training the 
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vines and trimming the shrubbery, or in tho 
recess of the grove enclosed by the carriage 
drive. To watch the light figure flitting about, 
the bright eyes, and still blooming cheeke, eyes 
lustrous now with the happiness of her daily 
Hfe ; it was scarcely possible to anticipate the 
actual future. But to her eyes there was a 
cloud, not yet larger than a man's hand, in the 
distance. Her perfect happiness was too much 
without alloy to last in such a world as ours. 
On the Tuesday of "Whitsun week she writes : 

"We have been here just a month, and are now 
thoroughly estdhlished. Every thmg 13 hright and beau- 
tiful around ua; the house, tho lawn, tho garden, are all 
in perfect order. I had made up my mind to havo no 
carriage yet, hut that too has come; so every thing hap- 
pens to me— just as soon as I am ready to do withont it, 
it seems to ho given me. I am afrdd of all this. It does 
not seem right to have no trials. I dread a sudden thun- 
der cloud in my serene sky. So many better people toil 
a lifetime for nothing, spending their days in trouble and 
difficulty. Still a trial of my faith. I only see it in that 
light. Whether our hearts will he lifted up to forget 
that God gave it to ua, and to neglect the increase of 
service to others which He will require at our hands, or 
whether we should be content to part with it at Hia 
recall. 
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And tho closing verse of my morning lesson comes to me 
with a special significance, '■Little children ieep your- 
ielvesfromidoU.'^' 

She then draws a contrast between her life 
and that of a much-tried friend who had been 
bereft, within a short period, of family, fortune, 
almost of a homo, and aska why her lot was so 
much more blessed, and How she could best 
make " grateful attestation " for God's goodness. 
Of her friend she saj^ : 

" She lias honored her Heavenly Father, and proved 
that Ho ia faithful who promised, by glorifying God in 
the flres. 

"I say to myself, shall these things come upon mei 
I often picture myself alone, straggling on with ill-health ; 
and I have exhausted imagination in plans to rear the 
children, and to provide for them. But I have the same 
premises, the same assurances that she had, and her ex- 
ample to recall, together with my own mother's more 
cheerful tmst, more active charities, aad more nndonbt- 
ing fMth. 

'"So change of time shal! ever ahako 

My firm dependence, Lord, on Thee,' 

"It SO oft^n rises up in my mind, my Eock, mj 
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Fortress, mj Defence, roy Stronghold, to which I con- 
tmuaJIy have resort. I liie all this so much. 

" I have had some special hindrances since I came to 
this house, growing out of the disorderly condition of 
affairs, and the difficnltj of making new an-angementa 
about the distribntion of work, etc. The children took 
heavy colds and were all sick together ; my time has heen 
crowded and hrokea in npon, my prayer time stolen 
away, hut God has been very good to me, and I am not 
left to the long-continued spiritual depression which ] 
BO much dread since my Washville experience, and which 
arises from just snch temptataons, ill health, and in the 
commencement, over confidence m mj self. 

"All seems prosperous now. We have all that heart 
could desire. ' Confidence toward GoiJ,^ dependence on 
our Saviour. "Very Uttle do we know of either, hut we 
deare to know more. My eyesiglit (she was fearing 
gradually losing her eyesight), and the constitutional 
tendency to consumption, whi(,h S. has, are the only 
shadows on our path. So David must have felt when lie 
wrote, ' Th^ Lord ia my Shepherd.' How beautifol, how 
very beautiful that is I It is the only language which 
will now express my thoughts. 

" Yet our present position is only a moderate compe- 
tency ; and there are many who would smile if they could 
see what I have wiitten, and seeing my ddly Ufe might 
wonder perhaps how I could be happy, situated jnst as I 
am. I try to remember this when J am inclined to pity 
people in very humble life. I know a new piece of fur 
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nitiare, or a coveted carpet makes them as happy as our 
new homo does ns ; and ' a wliole floor to themselves ' is 
quite as much as our house to us, long desired, as little 
expected, and ns greatly rejoiced in. 

" I did not iDten.ll to spend mj morning this way, hut 
in arran^ng ' The Coopers ' tor pnblioation. It is my 
week's work, and I have not touched it yet I felt that I 
ought to make this record. I shall he glad one of these 
days to have it, I know. 

" I am reading ' Cecil's Remains,' and am delighted 
with it. Two thonghta especially please me thus far: 
Duties are ours, events are God's. 

" ' What I do fhoti inoteeat not nov>, hut thou ghalt 
Moid Tiereqfter,' is the universal language of God in His 
providence. He will have credit at every step. He will 
not assign reasons. He will exercise faith. 

"And if this should ho my closing 'credit' to my 
Heavenly Father, let it he that ' Goodness and merey ha-ce 
followed me all the days of my life,' especially in the 
losses and prosperity of my husband." 

When we rememlDer that Mrs. Haven waa 
the motlier of three children when the eldest 
was tut three years old, tliat she was always 
conatitntionally delicate to fragility, and when 
we consider the constant demand made upon 
her strength, we can realize in some measure tht 
amount of principle and of determination which 
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was needed to sustain her in a life ■ 
enough without any of the busings engage- 
ments which she so faithfully fulfilled. 

When she was married she had httle Imowl- 
edge, aa she confesses, of housekeeping, carried 
on with that attention to details whieli an ex- 
perienced housekeeper bestows involuntarilj. 
There had never been an opportunity for her to 
accLuire this experience, and the work had no 
special attraction for her. In her PhOadelpliia 
home, order, neatness, and regularity prevailed. 
Her own large sleeping-room, her study, and the 
drawing-room were all arranged with feminine 
taste, and the daintiness instinctive to ladyhood 
But housekeeping with very young children, 
and a limited number of servants, taught her 
that to secure that pretty ordering of her sur- 
roundings in which she delighted, she must give 
a pei^onal attention to which she was unaccus- 
tomed, and for which it was not easy to find 
time. 

Order and regularity in the kitchen and 
dining-room, and the economy at first desirable 
in itself and always in its results, which made 
part of her '■vstem, could only be made certain 
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by the careful oversiglit of the mistress of the 
house. All that went to the perfecting oihome 
in its best and broadest sense, became her ambi- 
tion. Immediately after breaMast lier own 
hands washed the china and silver, and arranged 
tlie china-closet and store-room. Then follow- 
ed the ordering of dinner, and the arranging of 
wort for the day; after which she gave some 
time to her children until the nurse was at liber- 
ty to attend to them. 

And now came the hours devoted to what 
was exclusively her own work. Slie was accus- 
tomed to close the door of her room and spend 
a half hour in prayer and reading. She often 
said that she gained eo much by this preparation 
that she tivxe/e time by it. She says : 

" If I have guests I excuse myself for the two or three 
or more hours necessary to do wlittt belongs to the day, 
as imperatively as if I wero teaching, and had pupils 
waiting for me. When I have guests whom it is desir- 
able to treat with more formality, I try to arrange to 
hare little or no writing to do during tlieir brief stay ; but 
generally my friends appreciate my engagements, and are 
good-natured enough to occupy ttemselves during the 
interval." 

Her habit and position in writing have been 



,1 Google 



26a COUSIN ALICE. 

Spoken of; but one more peculiarity may lie 
noticed. Her inkstand stood upon a little tray, 
on a chair beside her, if she were seated as usual 
on a low seat ; she every morning put a fresh 
pen of a particular make into the heavy gold 
handle, ■worn smooth with its years of service. 
Her broad mark and full flow of ink did not 
reveal the fact that she kept only ink enough 
to moisten the nib of the pen, thus making 
necessary constant journeys to the inkstand. 
She explained this by saying she di'd her think- 
ing during the time spent in refilling her pen, 
" Then with my thought clothed in words, I 
have no time to lose ; so you see the rapid, busi- 
ne^ like erasure I make with a single line of my 
pen, impatient of the ill-arranged thought or 
inapt phrase." 

Her writing hours rarely ended without great 
weariness and exhaustion, an aeliing head, and 
clieeks flushed to purple. She would sometimes 
take rest before, but oftener after the nursery 
dinner, when she made her own lunch. In the 
afternoon she drove, paid visits, if well enough, 
or paid attention to the seamstress, for whom 
she often cut out work. If she took this time 
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for lying down, it would frequently be with a 
book in one liand and her watch in the other, 
lest she should forget th& time, and not bo ready 
to receive Mr. H. on his return from the city. 
For this she always made a careful toilet, and 
then the children, fresh from theirs, were brought 
to kiss mamma, and to show her that they were 
dressed with the neatness whicli would please 
papa. In all the years spent in the country, she 
never failed, unless prevented by illness, in this 
loving preparation for her husband's return. 
If the weather was fine, she met him on the 
piazza, if not, in the hall, with an unclouded 
brow, and a cheerful, loving greeting. 

It is so often made a reproach to literary 
women that their houses are ill ordered, their 
children neglected, and iheir husband's comfort 
unconsidered, that too much stre^ cannot be 
laid on this trait in Mrs. Haven's character. A 
lady well known in the world of letters, who 
had been her intimate friend in Philadelphia, 
and who visited her in her country home, wrote 
to^her sister: 

" Alice, as you well know, was a. remarkable iroman. 
T never knew any one with so mnch literary talent who 
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was so methodical and practical aa a business manager 
and as a housewife. She would have pat to flight as a 
fiJse notion, the stigma cast upon literary women, that 
tliey are all poor housekeepers, and not very exemplary 
wives and mothers: in all these relations she was a 
beantiful mode!." 

Never was a mistrese more tmly the friend 
and counsellor of her servants, studying their 
welfare with unfailing interest, and considering 
their happiness as well. The cook who began 
with her in her first lioueekeeping experiment 
at the cottage, held the same office in the house- 
hold as long as her beloved mistress lived. She 
required the servants whose duties brought tliem 
near her or the children, to be well dressed and 
perfectly neat, and gave tliem means and oppor- 
tunity to be so. She took great satisfaction in 
the services of one who was above her station in 
breeding and in education, wh^rae pretty ways 
and delicate appearance were always a pleasnre 
to her. 

The same seamstress worked in the family 
year after year. She was always paid from Ttfrs. 
Haven's own purse, with the feeling that the 
wife of a man not over rich should either do her 
otvTi sewing or provide for its remuneration. 
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Sbe had a very decided feeling about the 
division of labor in a family, Laving little sym- 
patliy with the mistress who takes upon herself 
unnecessarily, duties that another can diseharge 
as well or better, that she may thereby sime 
money to le hoc^ded, or tote spent in the pur- 
chase of lumiries. For this reason there was 
always, after they were able to command it, a 
liberal amount of service, of the best hind, in the 
family, and this was amply remunerated. 

The parsimony which denies this in a house- 
bold able to furnish it, made no part of the econ- 
omy which was, as we have seen, a virtue of 
the first magnitude in the eyes of Mrs. Ilaven, 
Care in the minutest particular consistent alwaye 
with her general breadth of interests, a personal 
supervision of the most faithful kind, but never 
interfering with the discharge of other dutira yet 
more sacred, and the closest economy that would 
admit of the largest amount of happiness and 
comfort, entered into the perfect system of her 
home. 
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JOURN^AL AND LETTERS. 

"^iifls \et, 1SC8. 
3 SOU vUitest him middenly in the mom,- 
ing andprovest MmJ 

"la reading 'Cecil' shortly after I 

made my last entry, I caino upon this : 

'"The Christian prays for fuller manifestations of 

Christ's power and glory, and love to Him, but he is often 

not aware that this is in truth praying to be bronght into 

the fnmace.' 

"I have frequently felt this when 1 pray to be hum- 
ble. I dread the answer to the prayer I I have felt that 
it was not best that all shonld be prosperous, witbout a 
blemish on onr earthly happiness ; and I have prayed that 
we migbt not he left to grow worldly, unspiritaa], absorb- 
ed in the business and the pleasures of life," 

Her health was again more than ordinarily 
delicate, a time of trial, and always great euffer- 
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ing to Iier was in the futiu'c, and she records with 
much abasement of spirit, tlie depresaion, and 
sometimes impatience, with which it affects her. 
Against this she constantly struggles, and prays 
God to help her. She writes in her journal : 



1 nfigrateful, beeauae a year since I 
prayed that if it were God'a will, I might have a year of 
Lealfi and leianre to work ; ' j«s( one year ' I asked, and 
now because it has been granted me, I presame oa more I 
This, then a tl e doud the cl istemng I dreaded and yet 
asked for and t is sent n the most gentle and Iot ng 
way, ao full of eompiss on aa almo t to tale awiy the 
trial. Aa to tl e respon iM fj and nncerta nty of the 
future, ' dntics are oura e nts are God a let me rem nd 
myself. I have the same trust and promjao lor four that 
I have for three children. 

" I know I alwaya learn more in the seclusion I can 
now command, and I oak for knowledge ddly. I have 
dreaded in my new home the threatened loas of tlie retire- 
ment I covet and enjoy ; here it is, all arranged for me ; 
my leasons are to go on, niy time ia provided, yet I hold 
hack. Yesterday I waa fretful and rebellioua, to-day the 
aky ia lightened, if not cleai-, and I write down this new 
lesson ia self-knowledge, lest I should forget it and 
presume. 

"I used to think I had real faith; I have thought I 
eicelled in thantfulneas { 
12 
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" There is another thing; ' Little children hetp your- 
teheBfrom idols.'' My chief idol is hodil/ ease and com- 
fort. Should I cry oat hecause it is to be destroyed f I 
must learn to suffer and endure hardutes ; but I am so 
tired, I have had so many hard lesaona ! I am so tired of 
this perpetual struggle with ibrtune or with self. I dread 
lest the former should be^n again, and for others. I am 
weary of striving toward well-^oing; all that I have 
ever done seems so useless, and faulty, and worthless. I 
want to lay my head down upon a stone anywliere, and 
res( asA forget, at least for a while. 

"I deserve 'id &e east out again, stripped and leatea,'' 
and left to myself to take my own choice again, but I can 
only desu'e and pray, ' Cast me not away from Thy pres- 
ence^ and take not Thy Holy Spirit from me,' " 

Poor human heart! Poor, feoblej wearj 
body! How pathetically the plainly is poured 
forth when the burden of life grew so heavy, and 
the hands so ever busy hung down, devoid of 
strength I The weariness which she had resisted 
so long, which never toot the form of complaint 
to earthly friends, even when their tender sympa- 
thy might have drawn it forth, must find vent 
somewhere. Who that saw what she aeeom- 
pjished, and how apparently unfalteringly she 
walked along the roughest path, could know 
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"what was resisted " ? She sometimes says; "I 
have not much patience," or " I have little nat- 
ural courage," but when in the life tJiat was 
visible to otliera did either seem to fail her 3 
To those who were anxious for her health nnder 
the pressure of such exacting duties and engage- 
ments, she would always write in the most 
cheerfol manner, finding out every possible alle- 
viation, and sometimes making the whole as- 
pect of her life so bright and cheery, with such 
a golden glimpse down the vista of a possible 
future, pictured by her sweet hopefulness and 
trust, that fears for her would involuntarily sub- 
side, and the gloom that came with tlie vision 
of the feeble and worn worker in the vineyard, 
would be dispelled by the sunshine which was 
making ready the vintage. 

Her power of consolation was very great, 
and it drew mourners to her as irresistibly as the 
fresh springs draw the thirsty. The consolations 
of Scripture promises were always ready; the 
possibilities which the merciful providences of 
God place in our lives were never wanting, or 
absent irom her mind ; and all that others had 
found helpful would come to her memory as she 
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comforted and etrengtbened tlie mourning and 
the feeble. 

To one dear friend she writes : 

" I am sare from your letter that the worst of the con- 
flict ia over, and the hands of ministering angels are 
already bringing you ' the leaves of heaKng from the tree 
of life ' for the deadly wounds you Lave received. 

" Christiaa waa faint and spent, you know, after that 
terrihle fight ; and where would be the yiotory withont 
such battles f ' To Mm that overeometh ' the promise has 
been given ; I often think of it of late, and of tiiis— when 
I have passed tirough my hottest fights — ' The nearer to 
heaven, the higher the niountdna ; the deeper the vallies, 
the sharper tite eonfiicta,'' I am sure it is and will be so. 
When we settle, it with ourselves, and look for it, we are 
in a measure prepared for them," 

And then follows a page of instniction and 
comfort from her beloved Bogataby. 

To another triend, whose long-continued ill- 
ness had led to a peculiar and very distressing 
spiritual depression, she wrote : 

"It seemed very hard to me that so fdthfnl a soldier 
and servant of God should be left to feel, even for a time, 

forsaken of Him ; but, dear , you can perhaps real 

ize more nearly than any of us the external agony of our 
Saviour's sutfering when the light was hid from Him. 
If it is thought a privilege to know something of Hia 
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leaser bodilr pain, iow nmoh nearer your approach, and 
' if we suffer, we shall alio reign viiih Sim.'' I am work- 
ing away at a Look of daily readings, called 'The Good 
Eeport,' ita motto, ' A Good Report through Faith,' and 
the text for to-day, just written down, is, '^w Se Jiatk 
said, Iieill never have thee nor forsake tiee.' 

" I do pray, my dear friend, that yon may be able 
'oSots all to tale the shield of faith, wherewith yim shall 
le abh to quench all the Jievy darts of the wicked,^ for 
unbelieving thoughts are fiery darts indeed, and we know 
from whom they are sent. Do you remember Christian 
in the Valley, nnable to distinguish lis own thoughta 
from the wicked whispers of the Evil One, and so blam- 
ing himself bitterly for that an of which ho had not been 
guilty ? I often think of it when the fiery darts are 



"When Christian had trayelled in this disconsolate 
condition for some time, he thought he heard the voice of 
a man, as going before him saying, ' Though I walk 
through the YalUy of the Shadow qf Death, I will fear 
no evil, for Thou art with meJ' 

" Then he was glad for these reasons : First, because 
hogatheredfromtlienco that some who feared &od were 
in this valley as well as himself. Seeondlj/, he perceived 
that God was with them, though in that dark and dismal 
state. And by and by, the day broke. Then said Chris- 
tian, ' Se hath tamed the shadow of death into the mom,- 
ingJ 

"May this be your experience, my dear 0. Snrely 
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I, if any one, are bound to pray for it, when I owe to yon 
the conflrraatioB of my own fdti, and tlie direction of 
my spiritual life ; and I know that I am bnt one of many 
who owe their conung to the ' wicket gate ' to you. 

" I have read to-day, in an English paper, that Banyan 
is really to hare a monument, and in England, where he 
was a despised vagrant. I should like to ^ve my mite 
towards it, for his book has been aost to Uie Bible to 



From her journal : 

"Said S., as ho gave me my month's allowance for the 
Jiousekeeping espenses, ' Moie good use of it. I have 
lost money to-day.' 

" ' I hope yon will mitil yon learn to thank God as the 
pver of every thing you have ; to depend only on His 
blessing for success, and to give Him a part of His own 
again. He has given you a great deal this year. What 
have you given Him? ' 

'"Oh, no preaching I I don't care abont hearing any 
thing more,' but very kindly, thongh I know he does not 
believe my doctrine. It ia a great trouble to me that we 
cannot agree to lay aside a fixed part of our income ' a» 
the Lard has prospered us,' and yet I dare say and know 
that my greatest fdlures are not in almsgiving, but 
in gentleness, meekness, and charity ; more than likely 
worse fdlings in His sight than the lack of some others 
in giving to the poor and ignorant." 
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" To-day Las been brilliantJj lovely ; nothing wanting 
in sky or heart. It Beeraed like a Mrthday ifestival. 
When I knelt at tie commnmon servic*, witli S, one side 
and T. the otiier, I sdd, 'Here I am, and my sheaves 

" When I asked myself, as 1 did continually throngh 
the morning, ' Wliat is expected of me, for bo mnch given ? ' 
it seemed to be, ' that ye lear muck fruity' that I should 
strive to grow more Christ-like myaelf, and pray and 
work more steadily and abnndantly for others whom I 
do not especially love, where the motive is more unaelMi, 
'to break a narrow will, and narrow prayers,' Lord, 
break them both, and give na oil a new, deep, vigorous 
spiritual life. 

" Yet the morning had its bleraiab in self-indulgence, 
in late ridng and its consequences. The afternoon was 
marked by remissness in duty to the children, giving np 
teaching and instructing them because of their resflesanesa. 

"Two lessons for remembrance. 

" I am very thankful for the day, and for its happiness, 
' a feaet of ffood ikings,' prepared and given to me without 
my planning or antacipation. This morning I could take 
to heart Jacob's prayer in my chapter for the day : 

" '7 am not worthy of the least of all Thy mercies, 
amd of aU Thy truth which Thou hast ehovm unto Thy 
servant, for with my ttaff I passed oner this Jordan, and 
now lam ieeome two lands.'' 

"I found myself saying a few nights since, 'Oh, 1 
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read nothing now-a-days liut books of demotion and a 
few EOTela I ' I smiled, and eo did S., at the connection ; 
but it waa true. WLca I read in my own room, I read 
to ' grow in graee avd in the hMwledge of our Lord.'' 
"When I take up a book down stairs, it is for recreatiOB. 
I have not had a thought of study or advancement for 
a long time, apart from my own pursuits. But I haTe 
aated myself, does not this demand of me other reading, 
am I not wasting a talent I should employ, and which I 
might flisMon to the Master's servjoe 1 Am I too old for 
study ! I have never been a student in any thing but the 
Bible audits belongings; is it too lata to begin now!" 

MfJdng reference to her social life in Philor 
delphia, her frivolity and gaiety, and her enjoy- 
ment in her successes, the rememhranee of whicli 
frecLuently hnmiliated her, as it contrasted with 
the nobler aims and higher purposes of lier pres- 
ent life, she says : 

"I hope the fact that some know of it, here where, 
God helping me, I have takm suoh a different stand- 
point in conversalJon and action, will make me more 
humble and lowly before them. When I ara tempted to 
think what advances I have made, may I never forget 
thisl 

" last evening I began to read Bayne's ' Ohristian 
life,' the introductory chapter, and then went on to hia 
sketch of John Tost^r. This I noted as especially my 
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own case: 'At intervals I feel devotnii and benevolence, 
and a surprising ardor, but ^^]leu tlieae are turned tow 
ards substantial, laborious operationi, tl oy fly, and 
leave mo spiritless amid the tron labor '^tjU I do con 
fide in the efficacy of persistent prijei and I do bope 
that the spirit of the Lord niil yet come mightdy upon 
me, and carry me through tod" andsuficrmg an 1 death, 
to stand in Mount Zion amongst the foUowers ot the 

" And agmn bis biographer says ; 

"'But be has made progress. A general belief in 
Obristianity has become an earnest personal straining of 
the eye toward Jesiis. Though fdl the earth fail him, 
antl though his own heart harbors traitors, yet is there 
an ever-living Spirit of the Lord, and this can be reached 
by a mortal through persistent prayer. 

" ^Nof oi though I had aWeady attained, either leere 
already perfect, I count mt mytelfto httve apprehended, 
hut thU one thing I da, forgetting them t?dngs whioh are 
Miind and reaching forth unto those things which are 
h^ore, I press towardi the marh for the prise of the high 
ealUng of God in Chriit Jeevs.' " 

"S^e.-iBih. 

" In my reading and at prayers to-day I looked for a 
text for the year, for this is my birthday, and this seemed 
to be the answer ; 

" 'And Se eaid unto ine, My grace ia sufficient for 
thee: for my strength is made perfect in tceahneu.^ 

" It was not what I wanted to hear, for there is a fore- 
12* 
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shadowing of trial, and BTiffei-ing, and endurance, rather 
than prosperity andjoyfulness. Still I accept it. I be- 
lieve in being directed to special helps in this way. 

"Here ia the text for the year: '5e carefal for 
nothing.'' If I had read Bogataky this morning I shonld 
have stood by this, but I was hnrried in the morning, and 
too weary at night. The nest daj- 1 found what I had 
missed, this tost, and what follows : 

" ' Always tmsting that He will aa certainly carry me 
through the difEcTilties to come, aa He baa done through 
the difficulties I have already met, so that I may even 
^ve Him thanis for it beforehand.' 

"Many might think this a foolish superstition, but 
surely I may take the message thna doubly sent, and lay 
down all my oare." 
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CHAPTER III. 

liECOED OF 1853 AND IBM. 

*,EFEEEKCE has been made to a 
superior young person ■who waa in 
senuce in Mrs. HaTen's family. 
She was one of two siaters, both 
I whora bad been educated in a nimnery, in 
Ireland, Unhappy circumstances in their borne, 
occurring after th&y^ left school, determined them 
to come to this country and support themselves. 
After various vicissitades, one found a home' at 
" The Willows," till she was followed to this 
comitry by an old suitor, who persuaded her to 
become a mistress in a home of her own, which 
he provided for her in Virginia; the other, 
Delia, went into a large embroidery ^ablish- 
ment in New York. 
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Having occasion, when going to the city .one 
day, to take a message from her maid to her 
sister, Mrs. Haven was mnch shocked to find 
that a great change indicating failing health 
had taken place in poor Delia since she had 
seen her. This was in the summer of 1858. 

Beared in comfort, well educated, daintily 
cared for as the girls had been, neither was 
fitted fot hard service or close conlinement. It 
was plain that consumption Had marked Delia 
for a victim, and Mrs. Haven determined in- 
stantly that all that care and comfort could do 
should be at once given to the sufferer, with 
some hope of prolonging her life in a country 
home, and with the best medical advice ; so she 
insisted on her coming at once to " The Wil- 
lows," to pass the remainder of the summer 
with Annie. It was too late ; the disease was 
firmly seated, and progressed rapidly toward a 
fatal termination. 

The touching story of the sisters' devotion to 
each other, and of the closing hours of Delia's 
life, is told in the journal. For many weeks the 
two were together in this lovely home, where 
all ministered to the invalid ; and hoth sisters, in 
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their love, and their ignorance of the disease, 
■were happy and iiopeftil. At last from Mrs. 
Haven's lips they learned tlie fatal truth, that 
hope must end, that death would soon terminate 
the sufferings tliey could not now remove, or 
even alleviate, and that only in God was there 
comfort to be found. To her, their best friend, it 
fell to comfort Annie in her great grief, while 
she pointed Deha to her Saviour. Both sisters 
clung to her as their only earthly friend. 

" Delia, we will do all we can to relieve you ; 
but, my poor girl, there is no help but in God. 
Try to think of your Saviour, ask Him for 
patience and strength; God will not let you 
suffer more than you can bear." And so the 
last hours passed away, and the death sentence 
took effect. 

"Thia is a marked day with me. Tho^ shadow of 
death was prophetic. I have taken mj first great lesson 
aa to the absolute certainty of tlie sentence passed on all 
living, on my own unavoidahle end." 

Singularly prophetic indeed, was this entry ! 

On this day a letter came from a friend 

and relation, who had fixed on the next, 



,1 Google 



21* COUSm ALIOS. 

the 30th, for a long-promised visit. Mrs. H. 
Bays: 

" SIio was & person who wqpld be particularly nervous, 
I thought, at the idea of death in the house. Tet it 
would he cruel to hurry the poor girla out of it. There 
was but one thing that I could do, and S. cocseEted that 
1 should go to town at half-past fire in the morcing, and 
make the necessary arrangements for them. It was gray 
daylight when I started, and scarcely more when I stood 
in the undertaker's shop surrounded by ghastly cofBns, 
for any ago and condition. 

"The undertaker waa very kind when I explwned (he 
ease, and so waa every one to whom I had occasion to go." 

At ten in the forenoon she reached home, 
having travelled fifty miles, and spent two or 
three honrs in the city occupied witli arrange- 
ments for Delia's funeral, which took place at 
four o'clock in the afternoon, an hour hefore her 
fiiend was expected. The lady who was coming 
was one for whom Mrs. H. had a very great 
respect and affection ; she was a perfect house- 
keeper, and this was her first visit to "The 
"Willows." There could not hut be a little feel- 
ing of pride, bnt there was far more regard to 
the proper respect due to her guest, and to her 
comfort, in the exertion made hy the young 
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mistress of " The Willows " during tliis hour for 
the reception of her friend, wlienj from the nar 
ture of the eii-cumstances, the chief labor came 
upon her of arranging the house and restoring 
the habitual air of grace and comfort. 

" At the end of the hour," she says, " I mot 
the travellers on the piazza, with every thing 
outwardly quiet and cahn ; but what a day had 
this been since its early dawn I " 

IIow illustrative is this incident of her active 
benevolence, her untiring energy and unfailing 
ei&cioncy, and the regard paid to every virtue 
and grace which adorns life, by Mrs. Haven, a 
delicate, even feeble woman, whose life was 
ahready crowded with duties and cares. Prom- 
inence is given to this, one only of many stories 
of a similar import, because a curiously prophet- 
ic spirit, identifying the case with her own life 
uneonseioualy, made her keep, in this one in- 
stance, a full account in her journal of all the 



During the winter that followed her fourth 
child was horn. Her health made it necessary 
that she should give up its immediate care, which 
was the source of great concern to her who 
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placed so high an estimate on the privileges of 
maternity. Some interesting circumstances at- 
tended the christening of the child, to whom was 
given the name of one of her hest and most 
faithinl friends ; hut his infancy was marked by 
a much more than ordinary anxiety, ae he had a 
singiiiar tendency, shared partially by her oldest 
child, to hemorrhages — the slightest cut or rup- 
ture of the skin producing a fearful bleeding, 
■which would last for days, and the child's, life 
wonld seem to hang upon a thread, Mra. Haven 
inherited from her father a nervous horror of the 
sight of blood. Yet it seemed to be peculiarly 
her lot to have to exert herself against this weak- 
ness, and "to charge her soul to hold her body 
strengthened" in eircumfitances when many 
women and even men with this tendency lose all 
control, and demand instead of paying service. 
No one not similarly affected could imderstand 
what she withstood in the case of this child, and 
in many more instances which were fated to 
increase in the latter part of her Kfe. " Duty " 
seemed to give her iron nerves, and bridge over 
with these the " impossible" to others. No call 
of duty, not the faintest impression of it, was 
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overlooked by her. Its shadowings were enougb 
to arrest her attention and fix her purpose. And 
tiiis was she -who in her girlhood declared her re- 
volt from the imperious rule of ohligation ! In 
her journal appears this entry, on April 8th, 1859 : 

" Sometimes the mind is impresseti yery strongly with 
a certain dnty, aa praying or worHng for the oonTersion 
of a person perhaps older, or in other respects wiser than 
onrselves, who has resisted years and opportunities here- 
tofore. 

'"Does God send «s /' is the douht thrown in aa check. 
God is patient with, the donbt, and brings hefore ua such 
providential occasions or eircnmstanoes as ought to con- 
vince ns that it is our work. In the first place we are to 
purify ourselves, and attack Baal holdly in his high 
places : we may ask others for help ; as Gideon sent for 
the other tribes, so are we to seek the prayers and in- 
fluences of those likely to be interested with the promise 
' that where two or three are agreed as touching one 
tiling,' to fortify other promises of success 

"Prayers are sometimes answered, and appirently 
denied because 'there are too many with n»> ' 'Lest 
Israel ta/wtit themsehea against me, mymg mine &wn 
hand hath saved me ' and ^^ e are tried ag'un and again, 
tiU our intention is pniified, and all pos-iibdities of self- 
conceit d 



" One of two tbings hindei-s our advance when w 
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really in earuest and mean to ^ve battle ; a sense of our 
own ineffieieney, resulting from real liumilitj', or a dis- 
couragement thrown in by tbe enemy. 

" God is patient with, tme humility : He encourages 
it. ' If thoxi Jear to go down, though I haiee given them 
all into thy hcmSa, if my word, is not tuffi&ient to give 
thee courage,^ we shall hare even a new tcitimony, 
'some news from the camp,' some occasion in conTer- 
sation, or something that God makes use of to j^ove 
that we are indeed directed to work, and. »haU accom- 
plish it. As to our insufficiency, see in Gideon's conquest, 
that He can make nso of what He pleases, even the 
most trivial means apparently; 'the cake of bread 
overthrows the tent ' lamps and pitchers are sworda 
andhows It 'i S ScT?" that does the work puts confa 
dence mto the army and we are to follow th up to 
Yi torT Tl ero are prmces among tl o enem eb 
anl Zeel ire taken from tl s humtle tegmm g or 
by this leider the lea^t of los fathe s ho ee It s 
not even str ngth or skill or con age that is to wm 
only d ei c nvictions of datv s n^lenes of ut at on, 
wid a simple trust m God s help 

Thus does she follow tlie leading of duty, 
and fortify herself for her work. 

In May, 1859, she had a visit from her uncle, 
Dr. Brown, whom she had called father since 
her adoption hy him in her childhood. As she 
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advanced in Chrietian life, a singular epiritual 
aEBnity and resemblance grew np between these 
two, eacli having euch peculiarities of faith and 
practice, differing of course from differences of 
temperament and eircmnstance, as showed that 
their kinship was spiritual. A special sympathy 
and mutual appreciation had sprung up between 
them, aa ehe came nearer him in religious 
growth ; and his rare visits were times of extra^ 
ordinary interest to her. 

There is a record many pages long of their 
conversation on what is commonly called the 
second coming of Christ. How he interpreted 
the millenial period has already been mentioned, 
and how with her face turned toward this time 
of peace and joy for aU the earth, and brighten- 
ed by the radiance of the dawning she thought 
she discerned, she hoped and prayed for its 
speedy approach. She says: 

"I am almost frighteEed when I notice how strong a 
hold this has taken in my mind. I scorn to think of little 
else. I observe that as soon aa I Lsto read, thought, or 
watched much, these impressions of the nearness of the 
reign of Christ come. In the winter of 1856 this was 
especially so. Bnt that was followed by such spiiitual 
pride, and then such piunfnl humiliation, that it makes 
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me dread it now. And yet, as I have sdd before, ' TTit 
secret of the Lord is with them that fear Him,' said who 
lives 60 near of all I know as father ? There were Simeon 
and Anna who recognized his flrat advent at once while 
sH the reat were looking for it in the fnture. He was 
thirty years in, the loorld before His ministry was Jelt. 
I mmt believe that He is now a.t the threshold. 

" And what good is this knowledge or this hope ? It 
stimTdates and cheers, or ought to; renews onr energies 
more and more to gather o^r clusters of the grapes of 
the world's harvest, our ' sbeaf of the wheat.' 'And mhen 
these things "begin to come to pass, tJi^n looTc up and lift 
up yov,T hands, for your redompUondrawetli near. Know 
ye that the Kingdom of God is at hand.' " 

In a memorandum of a letter to one of those 
persons witli wlioni she was corresponding, on 
the reality of a work of grace in the heart, she 
makes her point, in its inflnence in the transforma- 
tion of the individual character, and in oar ex- 
perience in the change in onrselves. She says : 

" A simple faith is absolutely necessary, for Jesus has 
certainly said that unless we have the trust of a little 
child, who raises no cavils, and asks not ' why ' or ' how,' 
but believes because his father spoke, we cannot ent«r 
into the Kingdom of Heaven. How can a child's feeble 
powers comprehend the motives of onr restrictive govem- 
aientf Do we stop to explain to him ? Can o^r limited 
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intelligence :&tliom the Infinite wisdom ! How are we to 
approach God? Only through ohedienoe and belief. It 
is the work of Eternity to grow nearer to Him in appre- 
hension." 

In Ju]y of this year Mrs. Haven went up to 
Hudson to TiBit her own mother. While there 
she accompanied her mother to call on a very 
aged and infirm woman, a distant relative of her 
grandmotlier, who was now eighty-foar years 
old. The visit made a* striking impression npon 
Mrs. H. The old lady's life had been one of 
singular misfortune, toil, and isolation from her 
relatives ; besides she had suffered for fitly years 
from a tumor on her arm. 

" When she first came to onr house, many years ago, 
I was almost a child. She was then a very old woman, 
wrinkled and feeble. My mother saya she wanted to 
kiss me, and hesitated, fearing I would object; and then 
when I fonnd it out I said, ' Why, kiss me, Auntie B. ; ' 
and that she had always loved me very mnoh ever since 
that visit. 

" I talked with her about her removal to ' The Old 
tjidies Home in Brooklyn,' as her home in Hudson was 
not a pleasant one. She told me the story of her long, 
hard life, of her trust in God, and her peace in tliat trust" 

This long atory was written out by Mrs. 
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Haven, and printed in a religions newspaper. 
The jonmal proceeds : 

"After we were interrupted 1 went home witli my 
heart full. I could hardly help crying in the street; hat 
I had an engagement to meet K.'s mnaio teacher, so I 
could not relieve my full heart even when I reached 
home. Aal tookmy honnet offleaid tomyself: 'Why 
have I youth, ftnd health, and personal attraoliveneas and 
independence, when this good, humble, Christiim woman, 
is 80 stripped and so desolate 1 Her little, loving child 
who seemed to sit beside her as she talied, and to look 
up into her face with wistful tenderness, even he was 
taken away from her; she does not know wheu, she has 
not heard from him for forty years, to know whether he 
is living or dead.' I felt choked with sobs during all the 
business conversation that followed. 

" Once, a few days before I left homo, when very 
weary and discouraged, I sat ou the piazza, and leaued 
my head back in my chair. ' Wheu I am dead,' I said to 
myself, ' I cannot suffer any more, cither pain or care, 
and it is not worth while to live.' 

"I did not say that I wished I was dead, but I 
thought death seemed very inviting. 

" 'There is one sin that God has mercifully kept me 
from,' said Aunt B. this morning, 'I have never been 
allowed to ask to die. I have always been willing to 
live if it was JTis will. I have never prayed to die, and J 
am thankful that I have been mercifully kept from it.' 
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'iTho self-reproachful rememtirance of my thoughts 
that night, went through me like tm airoiv'. I had a bean- 
tiful home, the kindest of hnsbands, loving little children 
and friends. She, worn ont with years of labor and pain, 
with constant physical suffering, a burden to her nearest 
friends, and now to be sent away from them, to die amongst 
strangers; certdn that death, whenitf^M come, wonldbe 
an entrance upon aa affluence of life, and strength, and 
fulness of blessing, yet ^willing to wait.' Oh, my God 1 
ivhat ,a reproach to my selfish, my ungrateful heartl 
What a lesson for the future I 

" I prayed that I might never forget it. I prayed, 
standing np in my room, choking with those unshed tears, 
that God would so impress it upon my mind that I might 
never forget it, whatever I was called upon to pass 
through. I pray so now. 

" ' I remember,' said the old lady, ' once when your 
grandfatlier had hoen trying to reason with me, when I 
was in a great deal of trouble, how imposable it seemed 
to mo to comprehend and to beliovo what he said. I sup- 
pose ho went home and prayed for me afterwards, for 
that night I seemed to reach the light and Jesua, who 
had stood so far away from me with such thick dark- 
ness between us.' " 

And now this iiftj years afterwards this 
blessing is returned upon his children's children! 
Surely the generations of the righteous are bless- 
ed, and this blessing is a wonderful inheritance: 
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and liow cheering to thint tliat the eiForts we 
make now for the comfort and conversion of 
others may come home to our own children jet 
naborn ! So docs every ripple of the pool of 
healing spread and spread imtil it dies upon the 
shore of Time. 
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WiyrSBS IN FLORIDA ANJ> SANTA CBUZ. 

" Oct. lOi, ISM. 

r is a bright, sunny, crisp Octoljer day, a cloud- 
less sky, a low wind wandering tlirongli 
the still green foliage, soft shadows sway- 
ing over my window and on the green 
grass beneath. !No frost yet, cool as the season has been, 
and geraniums, dahlias, and heliotropes are still flowering 
in the borders. 

"A hard day for a death sentence. Yet death and 

loneliness hang over me. When I hear 8 's racking 

cough, shaking him from liead to foot, a horrible dread 
comes overme, andmyfearsgrow stronger and stronger." 

Tiie illness of Mr. Haven continued to in- 
crease till ho was entirely prostrated by a severe 
hemorrhage, which made even his physieiaas 
give up hope of his recovery. A warm climate 
was advised, and they went first to Charleston, 
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tlieiice to Florida, where tbey remained till 
flpring. The short record of this journey in lier 
journal is made after her return. She sajs ; 

"I can hardly realize the deep waters of last tnid- 
winter, the fiei-y trial we passed through together, the 
hardest of my Ufe. Our only hope was a warm climate, 
and some of our friends tried to dissnade na from that. 
Ve gave up Santa Omz because the yellow fcTcr was 
there, and took the advice of M^or Leslie, ahout Palatka, 
in Florida. On tho 4th of Febrnary we left home in the 
steamer Columbia, for Chai-leston." 

The separation from her little children, es- 
pecially her haby, not quite a year old, was very 
trying ; hut they were left in careful hands, and 
with kind and faithful servants, she feeling it 
her duty to accompany her husband, whose life 
seemed almost to depend upon her faithful care. 
Her own health needed the change almost as 
much, hut of this she did not seem conscions, 
though others saw it plainly enough. She says 
of their stay in Charleston : 

('"We had a delightful time, but my winter's wort 
began tp tell upon me. I took a heavy cold and began 
to cough, and wa^i quite 111. I talked with poorCarrieO. 
^bout dying, Ijtflo thinking that she was to go first." 
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They were obliged to decline many of the 
courtesies so abundantly and cordially extended 
to them by her old friends and admirers, -who 
■would gladly have made her visit a complete 
ovation, as indeed was the case ia many places 
where they stopped, and met friends or presented 
letters. Everywhere her name as a writer, and 
her fame especially amongst children and younw 
persons, had preceded her, and prepared a royal 
welcome for her. An extract from a letter, 
written to her mother from Plorida, will give 
some idea of this. It is dated at : 

" We brought letters to Sir. Fairbanks, the historian 
of Florida, a man of wealth and hheral views, and Mr. 
Miller, the rector of the church ; bnt before they frere 
delivered two beaaUfii] baskets of flowers were sent to me 
with a card ' For Consin Alice ; ' and when Mr. Fairbanks 
took mo into tlio schoolroom, the children crowded up, 
and it was really touching to see how interested they 
were to see me. Mr. F. drove us out to his home, and 
the flowers poured iu, so that by evening my vases and 
bonqnets covered the piano in the drawing-room at the 
hotel. 

" The negro waiter said, ' Some more of your little 
cousins here to see you, Misse Haben ; lots of relations 
here, haven't you.' And the other guests at the hotel 
began to wonder at my fame." 
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At JacksonTJlle, Fa., slie reuewed her cold. 
On the 19th, she saya, " We had our most trying 
day, when it seemed as if we hotb should he 
taken away from tlie children." They reached 
Palatka on the 23d, and here hegan to improve. 
They afterwards went to Orange Springs, twenty- 
five miles in the interior. 

Peeling mnch beneiited by the journey, they 
left Florida in April, intending to return slowly 
overland. HI news reached them at Washington. 
It was feared that Louy, the h ihy, who showed 
symptoms of lameness, wis gomg to ha'te a 
" white swelling." Her expresbion oi trust m 
God's providence, of reliince en the "firm 
foundation " of His promi es m her distress at 
this intelligence, is very toiKhing She wntes ; 

" Reached home with hearts too tfaanliul for words. 
Found the children good, and much improved The place 
looking so pleasant, and hut fir labj s lameness theie 
would not be a drawback. He h still delicate and \n 
arms, but has begun to recovn 

That summer she commenced a lu-vemie, 
"Where There's a Will There % i Way," m 
which she makes use of her mnter » experience, 
and her Florida material. Business perplexities 
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brought a fearful strain upon her husband's 
health, which alarmed her very much ; but ehe 
writes : 

"Except tliat one deapairing evening in July, I have 
nothing with whicli to reproach myself, so good was God 
m the cstrcmity, saving lae from the temptation to de- 
spond and repine, by the wmple assurance that He waa 
pledged to help and support us as His children, 

" No ray of light, hut still helped to rely on that 
miraculous providence which God is sometimes pleased 
to exert in our greatest estemity," 

" The peril is averted. I have been happy all day 
with the thought of God's goodness to us. 

'"Fear not I am with thee, oh, be not diBmayed, 
I, I am thy God, and vill still giro Ihee aid ; 
I'll Btrcngthcn thee, help thee, and cauae thee to stand. 
Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand.' " 

"Finished my hook. I scarcely realized before in what 
a month of struggle and despondency it was written." 

Brave little heart! living her philosophy 
and her religion alike, and so facing tinhlanehed 
"the liona in the way." 

Her fears for her hnsband were so ever- 
pi-esent, and bo absorbing, that she did not be- 
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come conscious of her own peril. Her life 
proceeded as before; her domestic cares, her 
writing — for during the previous winter she 
had relinquished none of her engagements ; her 
anxieties and exertions for others remained nn- 
abated. Sbe went into the city quite frequently, 
and would often spend a whole day in attending 
to matters of business for herself or others, 
returning at night so utterly overcome with 
fatigue that it was impossible not to feel alarmed 
for her. But to remonstrances she would reply : 

" It ia otili/ fatigue ; I can always sleep it 
off ; I would not do it if there were not always 
so many things to be done which I can't help 
feeling that I can do better than any one else ; 
that these tii'esome journeys are necessary." 

In the autumn, she and her sister made 
arrangements for their young sister K. to spend 
a year or two at a boarding-school in Charleston, 
S. C. K.'s health, and the peculiar advant^ea 
of the school, made the place sure to be an ad- 
mirable one, and " secession " had not yet taken 
shape, awaiting the result of the presidential 
election. When the day came for K. to sail, a 
furious storm was raging, so furious that the 
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ladies of the family in town were queBtioniog 
whether it would be beat to attempt to accom- 
pany K, to the ship, which could not possibly 
Bail while the etorm l^ted, thongh it might at 
any moment of its abatement. In the midst of 
the gale Mrs. Haven made her appearance, hav- 
ing come into town and crossed over to Brooklyn 
in the height of its fury. " It was impossihle to 
let Katie go without giving her ion voyageP 

Of course she accompanied her to the ship, 
and saw her made comfortable there, and then 
she returned to her country home ; but the ex- 
posure at every change from house to carriage 
was so great, that she was literally drenched. 
The gale was so terrible that the house itseli 
seemed to rock, the rain hurst into it at various 
places; her dressing closet did not escape, and 
she even had difficulty in getting dry clothing 
from any source. One of the noble trees that 
gave name to the place fell prostrate on the lawn, 
almost striking the house in its descent; the 
crash in the gathering darkness of the storm, and 
the coming of night, frightened the servants and 
children, and added to the effect the exhaustion 
and drenching of the day had produced. But 
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Mrs, Haven's feeling and feaa-s were not the 
consequences of such fatignea in herself. Slie 
■writes: 

" Tho violence of this awfal storm kept me wakeful, 
wewied and overtascd as I was; bo I lay on. my bed 
deeplesa till nearly moraing, praying that God would 
take care of my poor child on ship-board ; toward morn- 
ing, quite comforted by aa inward assurance that all was 
well with her, I fell asleep." 

At another time during that fall, she made 
her appearance in town so early, that it was 
evident she had risen hefore dawn. She said 
to the person on ■whom she called : 

" I am going over to Philadelphia at two 
o'clock ; but meanwhile I have some little busi- 
ness matters to arrange, ■will you drive with 
me for an hour or two V 

When in the carriage the lady ■was informed 
that she was to accompany Mrs. Haven to a 
publishing house, where the former had engaged 
to have a book published. 

"Tou never do business in a proper wayj" 
said Mrs. H., " and though I have every confi- 
dence in the gentlemanly publisherSj I always 
make contracts myself, and I am too much inter- 
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eated in this book to allow any informality in 

the husiness transaction." 

" I never can go npon the Bupposition that 
my hoots are going to be profitable, and that 
it is worth while to have so much formality," 

" I have asked God's blessing upon your 
work literally, not only that it ' may ^osper in 
the thing whereunio it ia sent^ and be a fountain 
of good, as it mnst be, but that it may be sue- 
cessful in a pecuniary point of Tiew, which also 
we haTC a righi to ask." 

" I det«st business interviews and arrange- 
ments." 

" What a foolish thing for a sensible wo- 
man to say. / enjoy them, especially when I 
can have things my own way ! I like to un- 
rayel a tangle or open a clear skein ; it is as 
fine as getting out a problem in Algebra, and 
much more in my line I I like to use what little 
knowledge of business I have, and exercise my 
tact if necessary — and I have always very pleas- 
ant business interviews. I wrote to Mr. H. 
the other day that I would go down with you 
to-day, agreeing to be there at eleven o'clock, 
and I asked him to have a contract for this 
13* 
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lx)ok drawn up and ready to sign. It is Simply 
wise and jiist to do tilings in thia way ; a great 
deal of troulile ia prevented, and when that ia 
tlie c^e, it is not a question of likee and dis- 
likes." 

The contract was signed, and the lady was 
then requested to make another call with Ujs. 
Haven. She, Mrs. H., had Bome years before 
edited the writings of a deceased friend, and for 
that, and for writing a preface to the book, had 
received a sum of money which she had invested 
for the friend's child, to be used when it should 
be most needed, " for situated as the little Alice 
is, there is no knowing how soon the need may- 
come." She had begun to fear that the inveefr- 
ment was not a wise one, and her business now 
was to make some inquiries about it, and to 
withdraw the money if this seemed best. Thus 
the morning was spent, as were many others of 
this singularly useful life, 

On N'ew Year's night, 1861, Mrs. Haven 
writes: 

" Alone for the first time on my wedding-day. I can- 
not let it pass without a record of the unlocked for ex- 
perience I am passing through. 



,1 Google 



WINTERS m FLORIDA ANB SANTA CRUZ. t96 

" S, conghiiig badly decides to try Santa Omz foe the 
winter. I had not the least idea of going with him, for 
badly as he coughs, and neiTously shattered as he ia, he 
is far more comfoi'tablo than he waa last year at this 
time. But on my return from, Philadelphia, where I had 
gone for a week, he asked me to get ready to go away 
with him at Christmas. There were all kinds of arrange- 
menta to be made, in the midst of which, becoming un- 
easy about himself, he west off via, Havana, by steamer, 
leaving me to follow in a sailing vessel. The friends 
upon whom he depended to accompany me aronot going, 
so I expect to start alone on the 5th, in a brig bound for 
8t, Thomas. Alone to-day too — I rest upon the promise, 
'In quietness and confidence shall be your strength;' bnt 
sometimes I shrink from the loneliness, the parting with 
the children, the dangers of the sea, so peculiarly dreaded 
by me, and above all lest I have been rash or solf-wiHed 
ia my ideas of duty. 

" I have abundant blessings to be thankful for in tha 
year past. When I remember how extremely ill 8. waa 
a year ago to-day, his wonderful restoration, my own 
comparative health, the improvement in Lony, the healtfe 
of the others, and al! other knowa, and many more 
unknown mercies, I heartily bless and thank God." 

"Alone" she went on, in the little Bailing 
vessel, the " Addj Swift;" and after avoyage in 
which she suffered much less than she expected, 
she reached St. Thomas, when she felt fully 
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compensated for all her anxieties and alaiins by 
finding her husband, from whom she had not 
heard since his leaving for Havana, in the little 
boat which pulled out to meet them, aa thej 
dropped anchor in the beautiful bay. 

They passed a little while at this island, and 
then went on to St. Croix, where tliey soon 
found themselves comfortably established in a 
fine house at the West End, or Prederickstadt. 
Theodore Parker had boarded at this same house 
the year before, and in his recently-published 
memoir, are graphic descriptions of this beautiful 
island, and of the family where the Havens now 
found a resting-place. 

On presenting letters to the rector of the 
English church, the Eev. Mr, Dubois, ilra. 
Haven's name was instantly recognized, and she 
was told that her httle boohs were in the Sunday 
School library, and very much esteemed, so that 
even here in this remote place her good name 
had gone before her, and prepared a welcome for 
her. 

She enjoyed her sojourn at Frederictstadt 
very much, especially their rambles on the beach, 
and their horseback rides over the island. Her 
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graphic letters to lier friends were delightful. 
She wrote much, and even exerted herself, when 
not fit to make sncli exertion, to write an article for 
]Vfr. Godej. An attack of ophthalmia, the result, 
slie says, of the unmitigated Bunshine, interrupted 
this writing; but she resumed it as soonaspo^i- 
ble, and esteemed herself fortunate in an oppor- 
tunity to Bend off the manuscript and a package 
of lettera, by a vessel bound directly to the 
United States, which had touched at the island. 
This package, prepared with so much pains, 
never reached its destination, the vessel being 
wrecked at sea. 

Another disappointment which she felt very 
much, might as well be mentioned here. The 
history of the island interested her extremely. 
She took every opportunity to procure informa- 
tion about certain interesting epochs in its his- 
tory, especially all that related to the emancipa^ 
tion of the negroes, and its effect socially, and 
on the commercial prosperity of the island. 

The preparation of this sketch for publicar 
tion was the last important piece of writing 
which she did, and was made when she was so 
feeble that the labor was probably the finishing 
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stroke, being tlie immediate cause of her fear- 
iul illness in the following winter. The paper 
required illustrations, -which had been prepared 
for it by an artist who was at Santa Cruz with 
them. A disagreement between this gentle- 
man and the publishers caused the delay of 
its publication, and finally prevented it alto- 
gether. This added to the peculiar fatality 
which seemed to attend all her literary labor at 
the island. 

After some weeks, during which they had 
had no news from home, the travellers returned to 
this country. In the interval the most startling 
events had occurred, and they landed in TTew 
York just as the people were in the ferment 
following the fall of Sumter, and in the midst 
of the preparations for the war which now de- 
vastates our land. 

Mrs, Haven says the contrast to the land 
and life they had left cannot be described. At 
first she could not comprehend or appreciate 
the excitement she encountered, but before a 
week had elapsed she writes : 

" I watched our fine SeTenth Eegiment passing down 
Broadway, oa ita way to Washington, with feelings so 



,1 Google 



WINTERS IN FLOniDA AND SANTA CRUZ. 299 

keenly alive to ' tte situation,' that I fairly would have 
felt it a relief to join ia the esprcssiona of enthusiasm to 
which the immense crowd constantly gave yoice in 
cheers and hurrahs. I find myself quite a patriotic 
American agfdn, and am glad to be in my own land." 
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, S the war cloud gathered hlackuess, 
the intense interest of Mis. Haven 
in the condition of the country 
was manifested in erery way, 
No one was more active than she in those move- 
ments in which a woman could engage; and 
■when her hands could do no more, her heart was 
always brimming with the fnbess of emotion 
aroused hy the suffering on the battle-field, and 
in the desolate honsehoids to which Ul-tidinga 
came from time to time. 

When the hattle of Bull Kun was heing 
fought, ehe was moved as only those of fine and 
nnnaturally quickened spiritual apprehensions 
are, while a great event is pulling the heart 
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Btrings of a nation. The news which reached 
them on Sunday was hopeful, but during Mon- 
day, before the knowledge of the fatal result 
could reach her, she says : 

" I was possessed by soch a spirit of restlessness, that 
it was entirely impossiblo for me to remdn quiet, or to 
occupy myself witli any thing sufficiently absorbing to teep 
my thonglits away from the battle-field. I spent hoars 
praying for the dying and the bereaved; and whether in 
the house, or walking about the grounds, or sitting on 
the piazza with closed eyes, my heart wont up contiun- 
ally in petition to the God of battles and to the Father of 
Mercies," 

As the aftemooon trains from the city began 
to arrive, she walked down the carriage road to 
the gate that she might get the intelligence she 
craved. A person who saw her standing there 
at the foot of the avenne was struct by her 
appearance, and described her as one who seem- 
ed consumed by a fever — a purple flame in her 
cheekB and a glittering fire in her eyes, which 
were softened by tears as the story of the disas- 
ter was told. 

When she knew all that was to be related of 
that pitiful fight and sorry flight, she returned 
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quickly to the house and shut herself up in her 
j"oom, where she alternately prayed and wrote. 
The feeling that found utterance in such circum- 
atances was a poem called " Bull Eun," which 
appeared in many of the leading papers of the 
day, but may have escaped some eyes ; the heart 
that conceived it throhs in every line: 

BULL EUN, SUNDAY, JULY SIst. 

Wc— walking ao slowly adomi the green lane, 

With sabbath-bells chiming, and birds sin^cg psalms. 
He — eoger with haats, preasiag on o'er the alain, 

'Mid the irampling of steeds and the drum-beat to arms ; 
In that cool dewj morning. 
We — waiting with faeea all reverent and still. 

The organ's roice Tibraot with praise unto God. 
Eia face set lite flint with the impress of will. 

To press back the foe, or to die on the sod — 
My fair, brave young brother ' 
Wo — kneeling ta hear benedictions of love. 

Our hearts all at peace with the message from Heaven I 
He — stretched on the field, gasping, wounded to prove 

If mercy were found where such conrage had thriven. 
In the midst of the slaughter. 
Oh, God I— can I live with the horrible truth ! 

Stabbed through us be lay, with their giillering steel, 
Could they look in that face, like a woman's for youth. 

And crush out its beauty tvifh musket and heel. 
Like bounds, or like demons I 
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That brow I hsTe blessed in my dead motlier's place, 
Esch raoming and cte since she went nnio rest ; 

Smoothing down the fair cheek, as mj" own baby's face. 
Those eyes with bee loolt, where my Itisses were presl^ 
For I saw hers — so tender! 

Curses spring to my lips ! Oh, mj God, send the hai[ 
Of swift, ready vengeance for deeds such as this I 

Forego all Thy mercy, if judgment must faill 
Poi^Te my wild heart if it prayef h amiss — 
His blood crieth npward, 

"Amiasl" — and the strife of my clamoroiis grief 
l3 hushed into stillness, — what grief lile to thine 1 

If my poor human heart with its passions so brief 

Is tortured with pangs can we guess the Divine, 

'With depths past all searching? 

I know eyes more tender looked upward to Thee, 
That visage so marred by the torturing crown — 

Those smooth, noble limbs racked with anguish I see; 
The side where the blood and the water gushed down 
From stroke fierce and brutal. 

Help hps white with anguish take up bis prayer; 

Help hearts that are bursting to stifle their cries , 
The shout of the populace, too, has been there. 

To drown pleas for justice, to clothe truth in Ues — 
To enrage and to madden. 

Thoy knew not we loved them ; they knew not we prayed 
For their weal as our own : " we are brethren," we plead— 

Uoceaang those prayers to our Father were madei 
When they fluug down the palm for palmetto we sud, 
" Let us still hope to win them." 
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" God EO loved that He gave ! " We are ^ving to tlieaa 

The lives that were dearer to us than our own- 
Let u3 add prayer for blow, traating God to appease 
Our hearta' craving pain, when He henra on Ilia throne 
" Oh, Father, forgive them ! " 

There are few records of importance during 
this Bummer, Her health was not very good, 
and, provided with a pretty set of garden tools, 
she spent much time out of doors. She wrote 
leas also, hut she was not willing to confess to 
invalidism, nor was her daily routine essentially 
changed. She was always " a little tired," and 
always looking forward to some time when slie 
should feel rested again. Alas ! for the poor 
weary hody. When could rest come to it, 
while the ■warm, loving heart beat, and the 
eager, unselfish spirit stirred within it ! 

In one letter she sty* • 

" I lie down ind r e up w th the deaolatiun of the 
widow and the clilEeas enconpi^ ing m I [ray 
always that God w 11 g ve nisdom to o r rul ra and 
bring peace to this poor lanl 

In another, to her sister, "ITary E,": 

"My teorh is done. I have this morning finished 
'The Good Eeport,' and I como to yon to he congratu- 
lated. I have left it to you to revise in case I should not 
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live to do it. There is little to be done tut to copy and 
to transpose some paragraplis wliich are marked. You 
know how long I have heea at it, ever since the Cottage 
days — four years at least ; and if it never sees print, I 
feel fully repaid for the work, by all it has taught me. 
Perhaps tbis is all it ever will accomplish." 

On September ISth, in her joumal: 

"I have a birthday blessing to ask for 8., that he may 
be delivered from all ' blindness of heaii ; ' the same for my- 
self ; but above all that I may conquer sloth, my present 
besetting sin, the sin of the year, m;/ sin of prosperity. 

"This is the answer to my prayer in my regular 
reading : 

'"Jbr thou shalt drive out the CanaaiiiUe though 
they hime iron eharioU, and ie strong.'' 

" Here are besetting sins described : 

" ' Yet the children, of Mana^eh could not drhe out 
the inhabitants of those citien, lut the Canaanitet would 
dmell in the land,^ 

" ' Tet iteame to pasg when the children of Israel icere 
teaxen stroitg, that they put the Canaanites to trihute, 
hy,t did not 'utterly drive them om(.' 

*' So we rest content with putting limits on our own 
faults, but do not utterly conquer them. ' The slothful 
toul mvst tarry there longer.^ Lord grant me grace to 
discover, to avoid, to resist, and to cast out whatever 
is evil within me. And here is the prayer for help for 
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daily renewed assistance in the lesson of my morning 
reading on my birthday: 

" ' Qioe me a hhssing, for tJtou hast given vne a iouth 
land ' (a dedre to do riglit and a. knowledge of my duty). 
' Give me aUo spnnga of water,' " 

After an enumeration of all the blessings of 
the year, she doses with : 

"Then, too, I am relieved from my nervous head- 
flclies, from which I have suffered, with little respite, for 
fifteen years. Last winter appears to have eared them 
entirely. Altogether this has been one of the happiest 
summers of my life, in my own family and home, and 
never were happiness and prosperity more undeserved." 

As Thanksgiving Day of 1861 drew near, her 
heart, in its wide identification with the stricken 
and the suffering, poured itself out in a poem, 
which she called 

"IS THE FIEES." * 

THiNBSGlVlNQ DiT, 1861. 

Husband aod eLild are not, we turn and faller, 

To-iay onr hearts Hith anguished memories Bwcll; 
How can w« bring f hankB-offeringB to Thine altar. 

Who scarce have learned (o say, "My God 'tis well"? 
Thanks we were chosen! Marked for cruel scourging. 

Thanks for the pangs that wring us yet J The pain 
Of parting, prayers unheard for all Iheir urging. 

The awful dread— (Sejr wimes told ■anth (As dead! 
• " Whsnfure gloH/y ye the Lori in the flretr 
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Last year we connted them by leader tiasea, 
Thanked Thee with tears for each dear loving face; 

That Thou hasl answered eren voioeleas wishes. 
And now — an empty — echoing, household place! 

One year, hut orb, and all this desolation ! 

Bidden a gong from out its depths to raise I 
Sackcloth and ashes gird a stricken nation, 

We oannoi caat them o£f for hymna of praise. 

The widowed wife, the yearning, childless moJher, 
How ean they kneel, and say, "ItMiik Thee £oni"t 

Leave them, pass by them, ask it of some other 
Who counts untouched to-day, the heart's fond hoard. 

But faith takes up and stills such wild dasures. 
And Qod be thanked Cor those who yet can stand 

7b glorify Sim even in the fires. 
The martyr fires that light and try the land. 

Another poem must find place here which 
she never gave to the public, When the newa 
came of the burning of Charleston, her heart 
remembered the dear friends whose beautiful 
homes had opened hospitably to her, and her 
young sister still abiding iu the fated city ; hut 
the significance of the terrible judgment could 
not he put aside by tender memories, and she 
wrote ; 
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OUR ALAS! 



God ia not slack conoeroiiig words of promise, 

As men count slackness— His "I will repaj," 
Though spoken low, so low we failed to hear it, 

We find fulfilled before our ejes to^dair. 
Oh sister city ! lifting thy tall spires, 

TJneonscions of the strange arenging fate ! 
Brought from this height to sit in dust and ashes, 

In one short hour cast down and desolate ! 
How quickly had we come thy need to suooor, 

Quickly nnfurled the white wings of our sails. 
Freighted them with our best, our chiefest tMasure, 

And prayed the while for fau^ and favoring gales. 

Cut thine own will repelled and cast as from thee, 
Sevflred the bonds that hnkcd onr lives with thine. 

Bared thj proud head to storms that might assault thee. 
Defied all law, the human, tbe Divine. 

Compelled, we " stand afar to wa1<!h thy burning," 

With our alas 1 aUs 1 for thy disddn. 
Raising our useless, helpless hands to Heayea, 

While God ids on thy Jtrovi the brand of Caio. 

"With her usual earnest interest in everj 
tiling she could help or forward, Mrs. Haven 
had urged her sister to complete a hook which 
had been hegun some years before, and thrown 
aside in consequence of tlie ill-health of the 
writer. Having proetired a few of the chapters 
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without letting lier purpose be tnomi, eie had 
carried them to a publisher, and obtained from 
him a proposition to publish the work. She 
then told her sister what was done, and left her 
no course to pursue but to finish the writing 
and have it ready in season. So much had been 
done by Urs. Haven, and it was so entirely- 
owing to her that the last impulse as well as the 
first inspiration had been given, that her sister 
desired to dedicate it to her, and asted permis- 
sion to do so, accompanying the request with a 
copy of the dedication she wished to use. It 
was in these words; and to the sister who had 
BO long, so anxiously, and at last so admiringly 
watched the course and growth in character of 
Alice Haven, nothing less seemed jnst : 

"My Deae Sister: 

" I owe it to jonr example and eynipatliy that I Lave 
found courage, under the bnrden of focbJo health and 
esacting homo cares, to finish this httJe book. 

"You have hcon the best example to toe of the 
lessons I stHve to teach ; and you have heat shown me 
how certainly, by the grace of God, ihe itietorj/ is ginea 
to auoh as struggle in humble patieaco, and in eelf- 
ahnegation, with the infirmities of our nature. 

"iffty I not then dedicate to you these pages, in whioli 
14 
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I would point others to the heights all may reach, who 
lay down self to serre God and hiess the world? 

" I am sure you will add to mine, your prayers that 
the blessing of God, whicli you have never sought in 
vain upon your work, may rest on mine. 

" With respect and love horn of our tender relation- 
sMp, and nourished to maturity by this mutual service, 
"I am always your loving sister, 

" C. H. B. E." 

This answer was returned : 



"And now I mnst say how much your deilicition 
surprised and touched mo; hut, dear siater it I suffer 
myself to listen to the ' well done' here I shall miss it 
hereafter. You know it is my greatest temptation I 
cannot think that it is right to lot it go o it & will like 
it from yon, hut whetter he will like to have it printed I 
cannot telL I think not." 

To a long plea for its publication, made by 
her Bister in her next letter, she replied : 

"I do not undervalue commendalion, far from it. 
Sometimes you have written words of appreciation that 
have cheered, and comforted, and helped me, as nothing 
else could. We all like to know that some one we trust 
appreciates us ; it helps us to put np with the indifference 
tind undervaluation of every-day people. Sometimes 
■when I have felt myself misunderstood and unappreciat- 
ed by some connected with me, by those around me, 
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when this has pressed hea\-ily, I have felt tbat there was 
One who did Jmoie my strnggle to help and uphold those 
to whom I refer, and who have seemed ready ' (o turn 
again and t&mL me' — how I have borne with them, and 
tried to make tiem happy. It has taught me ' to do it 
as unto the Lord,' and to leave all iny doings unto ' inff 
Father whieh seeth in secret ' for reward, not even seet- 
ing, or rather not depending upon a recognition of effort 
by those for whom it was made. One does look for it 
nnconsciously, hut it doea not hurt mo as it used to, when 
I don't find it ; and agfun, when I do, Iroia you espeoi^y, 
I feel ' God sends it,' and so it is doubly sweet. 

" You say you praise me because I have overcome 
faults. 1 never work agdnst faults of character, I 
atrke against sins, that is the overcoming with me. I 
.earned to get up in season that we might have prayers 
before S. went to town, because I know it was wrong to 
neglect them, I tried to check a tendency to esaggera- 
tiou, not because it waa a blemish, but an untruth ; so of 
irritabihty and all the rest of the trdn. 

"Don't think yonr dedication did not touch and 
please me. It only seemed so mueh toojiigh praise; and 
of course if written by a aster I must know of if^ and 
sanction it; while if a friend had done it, people could not 
say ' how egotistical,' or ' mutual admiration,' or any of 
those things which tiiey like to charge against hterary 
people ; and I could not bear to have any thing meant 
so truly and tenderly, subjected to ill-natured remarks. 
You must understand me just as I mean, that I strive so 
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hard for linmility, and not to think of mjself more highly 
than I ought to think, that this seems to sot me, as we 
once said, ' at the top of the ladder, instead of tie foot of 
the Croas.' 

"Toa know if people eompliment jou on certain 
things that yon set no valne on, jou are not in the least 
moved if the praise is ever so glowing ; hut if they toueli 
certain oOier points, things you do aspire to, it reaches 
you. So it is with me; all my amhition and endeavonr 
being set this way, to be called ' good ' is more to me 
than all that eonld be said in any other form of prdae. 
Therefore I am afrdd of it, 

" I don't believe now, that I have made jon compre- 
hend me. I am afrdd you will think me cold, when yon 
have paid me the highest and tenderest tribnte one 
mother's child could pay another ; bnt you asked me to 
talk about it, and pen and ink are so slow and blundering." 

The dedication was used notwithstanding 
this protest, though after tlie publication of the 
book, Mrs. Haven felt it even more than she 
thought, and never loaned or gave away a copy 
of " Springe of Action," without an apology for 
the personality. 

In the success of this work, and all others 
that her sieter had written, and especially in the 
literary success of her young eiater-in-law, Kary 
E. Bradley, whose ventures as an authoress 
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appeared from time to time, Mrs. Haven was 
keenly interested. Her eugg^tione were wiae 
in regard to the execution of a book, and its 
publication. Even to her brother-in-law, after 
Ilia long intimacy with tbo book-world, lier sug- 
gestions were often valuable. 

She kept herself informed of the condition 
of the book market, understood and used her 
tact for the benefit of all in, whom she was 
interested, wMoh was aU wliom she could serve. 

Wot infrequently foreign books were sub- 
mitted to her judgment by publishers who were 
not certain of their value for republication. In 
her quiet country home there was always a 
fresh book atmosphere, a consciousness to the 
gu^t that intellectual needs could be satisfied, 
and stimulus found. She says of an occasional 
visitor, who was peculiarly able to minister to 
this attraction of " The Willows" : 

"It 19 deiigttfiil to get a fresh breeze from tlie literary 
■world, as I always do witli M. I cannot take mucla of it, 
because I find it exciting and atimnlating beyond wliat I 
am able to bear now. His short visits, with his good 
maac, and his ricli, fresh nature and knowledge, bring me 
great pleasure. At &Bt, I grew restless sometimes when 
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it forced upon me tte contrast between my old life and 
tliia, so dull to tic aaperficial obserrer; but I soon retnm 
to a healthful appreciation of the blosaeduess of mj lot 
I know jou always wonder at my content eo ' far fl'om 
the spot in the lake where the stone drops in,' as Mra. S. 
says. Tou do not realize what this hfe has done for me, 
how it has been God's greatest blessing, for which I 
never can bo thankful enough," 

There are Bome who dread, and who com- 
plain of stagnation in slow currents, or the 
quiet pool. Stagnation was imp(«sible to one 
in whose soul living waters were pouring out 
their sweetness ; to one wliose great, warm heart 
was always ready to nourish a brain too active 
and creative to suffer from depletion in the 
keenest excitement, or stagnation in the dullest 
routine. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

BEE FIRST JlLIfESS. 

^HE delicate liealth of Mrs. Haven 
5 improvement during 1861. 
At first, as we hare seen, she strug- 
gled against lier weariness, consid- 
ering it simply a disinclination to exertion, now 
tliat the pressure of past years was taken off. 
She had seen some whom she had been educating 
become self-supporting, and many whom she 
had assisted pecuniarily, placed in more favora- 
ble circumstances, Mr. Haven was prosperous 
in business, and new channels did not open 
before lier as formerly ; she could not but feel 
that God was recLuiring leas of her. 

A peculiar disposition of her leisure now 
occurred to her. She wrote letters to all in 
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whom she n-aa especially interested, to every 
person for whose welfare she had ever had a 
feeling of responsibility. She did not speak of 
this at the time, hut it came to light in various 
ways before a twelve-month had passed. After 
she had become too ill to attend to her letters, 
and even after she had left the coimtry, some of 
these letters found their way back -which had 
been sent by her to her old Sunday School 
pupils in Philadelphia, from the " Dead Letter " 
office. Children, who had now become men and 
women, were startled by a word from their 
former teacher, or through their change of resi- 
dence failed to receive the affectionate appeals 
she sent to them. She wrote to, or sought out 
every person who had ever been in her employ, 
or whom she had befriended, and could still 
reach. Once afterwards, she said of this im- 
pulse: 

" I do not know what impelled me ; partly, 
perhaps, an unacknowledged consciousness that 
my life was drawing to a close ; partly that 
having more leisure I went back to the old 
channels." 

It must be remarked that these were not the 
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first letters written to her old Sunday Sdiool 
pupila. Amongst her papers were found many 
letters written to her year after year, in reply to 
hers addressed to tliem ; what these had been 
the letters in reply bore witness to. There 
were also letters from many others who looked 
to her as their guide in spiritual things. Some 
wrote regularly once a year, frequently at Christ- 
mas tim^, bringing their offering of grateful 
affection, their unfailing acknowledgment of 
her tender care and faithfulness. Neither time, 
nor distance, nor change of circumstance, ever 
sufflced to efface her interest in these, or to 
relieve ]ier of her sense of responsibility for 
influence, or the means to aid others. 

In one case a lad who had been led to Christ 
by the reading of one of her Sunday School 
books, encouraged by her, devoted himself to the 
Christian ministry. She took the most affec- 
tionate interest in her ' godson,' as she used to 
style him, and his Christmas offering was always 
welcomed with more than common thanbfdl- 
nesa by her. As a clergyman of the Episcopal 
Church, he is now bringing in tlio sheaves from 

her sowing, as do many others in other callings, 
14* 
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who have been taught bj her to sanctify their 
gifts to the service of tbc Haster. 

During the autumn of 1861 one cold follow- 
ed another ; she had restless, feverish dajs and 
nights, and finally plueritic symptoms. The 
idea of danger to herself had now to be some- 
times admitted ; but then she still seemed to have 
so much to do, and her life-work had been 
so blessed in its dtang, that she was most reluc- 
tant to believe it could be closing. Her refer- 
ences in her letters to her health were always 
such as could relieve the feaa^of her friends, and 
encourage them to believe that she suffered 
little. She spoke of it seldom, and slightly, and 
often in a vein of humor, as if she was magnify- 
ing the ill ; but those who inew her, even those 
who read her cheerful lettei^, were not deceived. 
The hollow cheek with its bright hectic, the 
languid eye, and drooping lid, and bent shoul- 
ders were unerring indications of her condition. 
To " Mary E." she wrote in January, 
1862: 

" I thank jou very much for your note, whicli I can- 
cot pretend to answer. I am afraid of my pen, bnt I 
meaa to live to taie my revenge on it for getting me into 
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SO much trouble. I have been preparing for this cold tot 
a long time, and only fear I was too well prepared for it I 
I thini it is breaiing up for good. The pleuritic pain, 
which was the worst of aU, is gone. I told mother to tell 
you that I did not thint any one fully appreciated my 
danger but you. When, you are determined on being 
'dangerona' if any body tolls you 'you don't look ill, 
Mrs. H,' or ' not half as ill as X expected,' it's very irritat- 
ing indeed, and a great relief to have one sympathetic 
Mend think there's something in it. S. won't let me 
stir out, or write a lino if he knows it; and only think of 
S. P. and the G.'s, and everybody else in town, who won't 
came agiun for a year ! I have been babyiah enough to 
feel the disappointment. 

" Only think of the selfish happiness of thinking peo- 
ple wonld miss you if you really did die I It was quite 
a new idea, and I hugged it! I really looked for your 
note. I knew you'd be sorry." 

At last news came to those who loved lier, 
that Alice Haren was prostrated by a fearfiil 
hemorrhage ; and to all who knew of lier devoted 
life, and especially to the few who had come to 
know the care ivith which slie seemed to he set- 
tling all these affairs to which she had given such 
anxious thought, this illness was thought to he 
death's harhinger indeed. But she can best tell 
the story. She lived tiirongh the peril of the 
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attack, and on the 13th of September, 1863, we 
find another birthday record ; 

"Myiihirty-fifthbirthdayl 'Half way home,' evenat 
the longest, and, as it would seem, much nearer in reality. 

"I have a reccerd of watchful care and kindness to 
make. The sloth which I grieved over a year ogo to-day, 
was in somo respects not a fault, as I look back upon it ; 
and though oheerfnl and joyfnl oven, all fie autumn and 
daring the early part of the winter, I was tJred and very 
feverish, with a constant slight cough, rattling rcspiralion, 
and a slight sore throat. 

"Dr. P. made light of it, and I paid little attention 
to it myself till after Christmas. Lony was very ill from 
Christmas till New Year's Day. I took a heavy cold 
about the same lime, and had a cough and hectic fever 
every nights Up to January 1st I wrote regularly (be- 
sides often assisting in aome household duties), to finish 
up in advance sis months of my work on the lady's 
Book, little thinking it was my last I I intended then 
to commence rewriting 'The Good Eeport,' which I 
had finished in August. The first two weeks of the 
iTew Tear, I hurried to prepare an article for ' Harper,' 
on St. Croix, which after all they have not used, though 
it was the last stroke in bringing on my illncss. In fact 
it was all written in pain and cshanstion." 

" Jan. asM, 
" 1 had a severe attack of pleurisy, and suffered much, 
By cough growbg dce])or and deeper. I began to make 
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wrangcmenta for going to town for change of air and 
scene. S. proposed tJiat I should viw,t a friend in Thirty- 
ninth Street instead of going to a hotel, aa was onr first 
intention, 

" I consnlted Dr. G. first, who told me that I was 
threatened with ' old-fashioned conaiunplion,' and must 
use great care, that my left Inug was already affected. 
On February 18th, after laying made nmisnal exertion to 
talk the evening before to a gentleman who was pailially 
deaf, I sat reading my morning lesaon, when the words : 
' TMa sicMess it not itnto deatTi,' caiuo mto my mind. 
For a time I did not associate any idea with them, but 
they returned so persistently that I turned to chapter and 
verse and read them. A moment or two after I fonnd 
that I was raising blood for the first time. Alarmed at 
first, the test was at once a promise and comfort that 
never left me." 

The day before tliia occurred Mrs. Haven 
had driven out, and knowing that a friend waa 
in deep sorrow, had paid her a ^dsit. She was 
asked up-stairs to the lady's own room. She 
eaid, for a moment, she thought it impossible to 
go up those two flights of stairs, but the hope 
of being able to say a coiftforting word was so 
strong, that she toUed up to the third story, 
though almost too much exhausted to speak 
when she entered the room. 
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The journal goes on : 

" I had risen and dressed on Saturday, and was makiog 
my way to the library, for I remembered some writing 
which must be done, indeed I had been occupied part of 
the week in getting material for tlie expected article. I 
managed tosupply the opening pages, when ahemorrbage 
came on, and I Md down my pen for a napkin, which 
a servant brought me. I had done my last work of that 
kind I 

" The hemorrhage laat«d from twelve till five, with 
intervals of rest. S. came in just at the last and helped 
me to bed. He said as he opened the hall door ho heard 
me cough, and knew by Uie gurgling sound accompany- 
ing it what was going on. My friend was exceedingly 
kind, doingaU that a sister couldhavo done. Iregretted 
estremely the unforeseen care and exertion that thus came 
upon her. During the night I made np my mind that it 
was a violent attack of pneumonia, rcUeved hy the 
hemorrhage, and that I should get perfectly well again ; 
biit Dr. Parker said distiucfly the next day that there 
were tubercles on the right lung, and that I must think 
of, and care for myself aa an mvalid. 

"The prospect of death in that extreme exhaustion 
would not have been so hard to bear, as this doom to the 
weary, care-worn life of an invalid, wandering about for 
health ; pitied, discussed as such, shut out from, active 
employment. It was what I had never looked forward 
to for myself, and for a time my courage and fdth entire- 
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\j failed me. I knew I had deserved this. I had even 
taiied lightly of the possibility of my death with Mr. H. 
and otiiei-3. I know hdng allowed to give way thus, was 
a punishment." 

A few days after she said to lier sister, -who 
had come to her as soon as she heard of her 
ilhiess ; 

" I think I was punished for another thing. 
I really thmk I had done one of the most faitlv- 
less deeds of my life. I was growing covetous, 
grasping, and was unmindful of the promises I 
have leaned on so many years, which have never 
failed me." 

Then after an interval, indeed all this was 
said very slowly, and almost in a whisper : 

"I had begun to thmt that perhaps God 
was giving hs now what he meant us to 
put aside, as you know I have never done for 
the children or myself, something for the future. 
S. has his capital in his business. Some day it 
might be lost again, as before. So this winter I 
began my saving, putting into bank three hun- 
dred doHars, a beginning toward a sum to be 
1 the education of the children. As 
s I did this, God took my work out of my 
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hands. It was not the way he wished me to 
use what I have always felt to be money entmat- 
ed to me for His service; and you know, sister, 
till this temptation came it has been spent so 
unreservedly, and thus I was shown my error. 
If I can ever work again, how faithfully will I do 
Hia work; and I nmy, for I know ' this sickness 
is not wnto death.'' " 

The hstener to these broken and faintly- 
uttered words, looked at the fragile being before 
her, and at the transparent little hand that for 
so many years had wrought so nobly in His 
service, and felt that this condemnation of self 
could not be merited, would never have come to 
a mind and conscience less tender and true, and 
full of love of the service which had occupied 
the best years of her life, and many, manv 
hours of pain and weakness. 

Her journal continues : 

"■ffhUe I lay there so helpless, and wishing they 
wonld ' let me go down,' and Dot make me struggle for 
life, S. was called from the room. They were afraid to 
tell me that Kalio had come from Charleston ; hut I 
hum it must he w, and that great ansiety was at an end. 
She had heen hrought safely through the horrors of war 
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under tlio last flag of truce that was allowed for many 
months. Slie waa here to remain at ' The Willows ' with 
our motlier and the children, in case we went away 
again, as was possible if I recovered enough to go. 

"The ■way was thus opca to me, and my path was 
made clear. I felt as I had never done before, that I 
should never again doubt God's guidance and tenderness. 
But I shall, 3 thousand times, if I lire long enough ! 

" I was so weak at first that I could not rise in bod. 
Every one waa very kind and attentive. By Wednesday 
sister came, and the nest Satarday I saw mother and 
the children ; poor little things, they little' knew what 
threatened them ! 

" The plana for onr going away ended in our taking 
passage for ITassau, in the steamer of March 1st. I 
gained steadily and rapidly, and was able to be carried 
out home for a day or two. On the 1st I was brought in 
town to stay at a hotel till the sf«amer sailed. ' Goodness 
aTidmerci/ followed me' from first to last. Sister waa 
with me, and many friends called." 

An incident may be mentioned showing tlie 
care and attention to her comfort and her wishea 
which awaited her all the time, and causes snch 
grateM acknowledgments. The friend whose 
visits to " The Willows," and whose singing of 
sacred music gave her such especial pleastire, waa 
Eving at this hotel. She had said, speaking of 
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her loneliness on the previons Sunday erening r 
" How much I wished as I was lying up-stairs 
in my room, that K. would come and play and 
fling for me. The music of ' Oh cast thy burden 
on the Lord,' with its sweeter meaning, floated 
through my mind all the evening." 

This was mentioned to tho gentleman. 
When he found that a room had heen engaged 
at the hotel for Mra. Haven, he made an effort 
at once to get a larger and more quiet room 
than could be had at the time of the engage- 
ment. Into this he placed a piano ; and when 
she was bronght in and saw the ample room 
■with its glowing fire, luxurious couch and easy 
chairs, all the result of his thoughtfalness, freeh 
flowers, new boohs and open piano, she stud, 
looking about in astonishment, ""What Prima 
Donna baa just gone away ? " 

During the three or four days which they 
had to wait for the sailing of the Kamak, which 
was waiting for European mails, her health con- 
tinued to improve. She was able to see her 
friends, and to enjoy their conversation, though 
she could not take much part in it. She was 
refreshed with the music she had coveted when- 
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ever slie was able to listen to it, and she never 
wearied of the sweet " sentence " which had 
comforted her that Sunday evening. The tears 
trickled through her thin fingere as ehe lay on 
the couch, in her usual attitude, with her hand 
over her eyes ; but her heart was filled and 
saiisjied 'vii^ the consciousness that "goodness 
and mercy followed her irom first to last." 

" What a precious Sabbath ! " she said, as the 
music ceased, and she had listened to the read- 
ing of a favorite chapter, " I have worehipped, 
'giving thanks ' all day long." 

She was supported fi'om her room to the 
carriage, and so to the ship, but she was already 
making rapid strides toward a recovery. 

In her first letter from Ifasaau, to her sister, 
she writes : 

" I have walked a mile, and can do any number of 
sWra. WLen yon recall mo as you saw me last, this will 
seem incredible ; but the voyage and the climate Lave 
done wonders. I liave yet reached no greater weight 
than eighty-four pounds." 

At Jifassaa she wrote the verses recently 
published for the first time, written for a friend 
there, for they found the place fall of invalids : 
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Oeotlr sloped the nigged patliwny 

To her fainting, failing tread, 
Downward to tho dreary yalley 

By her Sariourgcntly led. 
Day by day ahe neared the darkness. 

Leaning on that steadfast arm ; 
As B child who fears no danger. 

Shrinks not from approaching harm; 
Till she walked mthin the sbadoir. 

Little dreaming where she trod, 
Knowing not, the " atoff" suatiuning. 

That she passed beneath the "rod;" 
Knowing not how short the distanee 

To the home she longed to see ; 
Thmking in the far-off future 

There were terrors yet to bo. 
Per the love in which she trusted, 

Upward drew her waiting eyes ; 
Till we saw them change and brighten 

With a smile of glad surprise. 
Shu had guessed not of the darkness. 

Till she saw ihe hreakmg day. 
Caught no ghmpse of death's dark shadowa 

Till they changed and fled away. 
Gentle life, with gentlest closing. 

Could we wish for anght more blest. 
Could we ask more sweet transition 

To the promiacd land of rest? 

As the editor of the Lady's Book says ; " It 
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depicts so tnithfuUy her oi\ti future, that it 
seema lite a whispering from tlie angels of her 
own ' transition to the land of rest.' " 

Tlieir time at Nassau passed very pleasantly, 
except the drawback of a Kttle depression in 
consequence of the suffering, in some cases eo 
helpless which they saw about them. Some of 
their letters to residenfa of tlie island had been 
sent them by an aged lady, the widow of a 
former official there. She paid Krs. Haven tlio 
graceful compliment of sending to each person 
to whom she gave her a letter, a copy of one of 
her own books ! 

They expected to return in the Kamat; but 
while watching her enter the harbor, on her 
way back from Havana, the steamer struck on 
a rock, and went down in their sight. They 
therefore were compelled, she says, " to set sail 
in a crowded vessel, ' The Ahna,' and had a 
duU, comfortless voyage of ten days ; but I 
returned so weU, with&ut even a lingering cov^h. 
I continued so np to this month (September), 
wonderf'iMy well, and able to accomplish all' 
usual social and domestic duties." 
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V INTEBVAL OF HBALTB. 



fN" tho summer of 1862 ]fe. Haven 
seemed to regain something of the 
old poise. She was careful of over- 
exertion, after the serious warning of 
the year before, and she never returned to her 
old habits of -writitig. Only after long intervals, 
and then for a short period, would she venture to 
me her pen. Of this enforced state of things, 
the consequence of severe compulsion and sense 
of duty, she says : 

" The hardest trial growing out of my illneaa Las 
beea to obey the advice of my phyaicians, bofli Dr, Grey 
and Dr. Parker, and lay aside my peD. After sisteen 
years of constant professional occupation, it was a strug- 
gle no human friend can appreciate to give up my busi- 
ness engagements. 
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"With regard to being relieved from the long dnidg- 
eiy of my work, thia was from the first constantly in. my 
mind, for I iavi Ood?s own hand in the clear tignature qf 
the release, 'I eased Aii ihoulders from the burdeti, and 
hu hand» were deUt^ed from maKng thepola.''''' 

Some disappointments attended what liad 
been natural expectations, when she gave np her 
engagements, one of which particularly gave her 
great pain. She writes : 

"I depend too muuli upon appreciation. This was to 
show me that I mnst remain satisfied with waiting for 
the ' well done ' hereafter. It was a blessing in disguise, 
that the choice of a return to my work was not given to 
me, as I never should liave thought it right to gae ■up the 
occupation at all, from the belief that all that I could earn 
(when spent conscientiously for others, as I had opportu- 
nity) was a duty. Therefore, it was clearly taken out of 
my hands. As I should have hesitated about tiiking it 
up again, no choice was allowed me, 

" Yet at the time this was most painful ; the un- 
certainty about tbo future of some very dear to me, the 
finding other channels for employment, and being thrown 
so entirely from the old activity. 

"S. would say, 'Why do yon grieve over it? You 
have long worried because you wanted more time for 
your children, or yonr studies, or social duties. Now it 
ii given, why do yon tret?' 
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"In one of these depressed hours I came npon this, 
which was at the moment, aad has been since, the greatest 
comfort: ' Waste not jour time in feara and thonghfa of 
the future, in this world. To you the future may he 
short. The thingt you moat fear will prolaUy never 
disturl you. If evila come, they wiil probably be such 
as no foresight of man can ajitidpate. ' Trust in the 
Zord and do good; «o thalt thou dwell in the land, and 
verily thm shall he fed. Delight thyulfalso in the lord, 
and Se shall give thee the desire of thy heart.'' " 

In the August of thia summer elie was per- 
suaded to accompany her brother-in-law, and 
some other friends, to Niagara: "I have so 
many uses for money, there are so many wlio 
need what it would cost to take a pleasure trip, 
that I never have a sense of ease and enjoyment 
in spending it on myself," had been one of Jier 
objections to the journey ; another was her un- 
willingness to be absent from home over Sunday, 
the day when her husband was at leisure, and 
she knew she had it in her power to contribute 
much to his happiness. This, during all her 
married life, had been a constantly-urged ob- 
jection to her mating long visits or journeys 
when he did not accompany her. Her visite to 
Philadelphia, to her mother or sister, had always! 
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been within a week's limit, if possible, for thk 
reason: "Ton don't realize how mucJi I am 
needed on Sundays. I could not be bappj my- 
self, knowing how he was missing me," she 
would say. 

All objections overcome through the urgency 
of those who wished her to have the pleasure, 
once so singularly, and since then, so indefinitely 
deferred, she went up to Hudson, where she 
spent a few days, leaving her oldest child and 
her oldest nephew, who was spending the sum- 
mer vacation with her, in the care of some rela- 
tions, and then proceeded to join the party, who 
were en route at Albany. Her enjoyment of 
tlie journey was extreme and perfect. All were 
surprised at the exertion she was able to mate 
in their excnraions at the Falls, walking and- 
even climbing almost as well as the best. She 
wrote to her sister : 

"It was an unclouded visit. Tlie woathor, health, 
and I tliini everybody's temper and spirits were all wo 
could wish. I liaye not seen W, so buoyant, so like bis 
old self for many a day. That alone would have been 
enjoyment for me. It made me think of onr old childish 
Claverafllt Falls' trips. Can yon remember so long ago ? 
15 
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"As for Niagara, it was loTelier and grander than 
ever I had ima^ned or expected. I am only sorrj that 
I can never see it again for the firtt time. Every point 
was finer than the last. The two grandest views to me 
were from nnder the cliff on the Canada side, and from 
the tower on the Amencan. I can easily nnderstand 
your awe on seeing it as yon did at midnight, and with 
rising douda at intervals obscuring the moonlight, while 
a storm wind raged aronnd the tower, for ia the broad 
day light, and familiar with the scene, I was really a 
coward, standing on that balcony. The force andperast- 
ence of the steady fall impressed me most, and the ages 
in which that chasm had been forming, sawn back into 
the solid rock. 

" Ton see I have not much to say. I had nothing to 
s^ then." 

To a friend who was with them, she said 
a few days before Iier death, " It was the 
most perfect 'pleasore trip I ever toot;" 
indeed her enjoyment was tis complete as 
every pulse throbbing with delight eould 
make it. 

There was one period of her life when 
pleasure seemed to pall on her taste, when she 
tnrned with indifference, if not disgust, from 
every thing which did not oifer the zestfiil 
flavor of a duty performed or a service render- 
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(jd. Her eatisfaction in this journey, and indeed 
in all tlie recreation she allowed herself in these 
later years, was as hearty and complete as in 
the childisli days to which she refers. Her 
eonfldenee in the Divine guidance, so invaria- 
bly sought hy her, gave her the simple perfect 
happiness of a child, trusting still in the leading 
of a Father's hand.' 

It was during this summer that she occupied 
herself in the hospital work, out of whioh grew 
a story for Harper, which made a great impres- 
sion at the time of its publication. Many a 
tender and brave heart was stirred up by it " to 
go and do likewise," and scores of soldiers wrote 
to her and to the publishers thankmg them for 
it, and invoking blessings on the hand that pen- 
ned it. Nothing that she ever wrote brought 
her a riclier and quicker reward of the sort 
which best repaid her for her exertion. The 
sketch was called " One Day," and was publish- 
ed in the October Harper, 1863. She was so 
liberally paid for this story by the courteous 
publishers, that she found herself able from the 
proceeds to publish a little tract which she wrote, 
called "In the Hospitals," a simple, sweet 
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appeal, written as she talked, wliicli has gone 
home to many a soldier's heart, canying convic- 
tion and comfort alike. 

A hospital had been erected on David's 
Island, near New Kochelle, and about five miles 
from Mrs. Haven's home. To this place she 
went twice a week in company with some other 
benevolent ladies, each carrying a basket stored 
with delicate viands for the sick and womidedj 
and she bearing to all, such " words in season " as 
were never wanting from her lips. The long 
drive, and the exertion during the heat of sum- 
mer, became after some two months too much. 
for her delicate health, and she had to relinquish 
the personal service ; but she continued to pre- 
pare her baskets of delicacies, and when her lips 
could BO longer speak to them, she employed 
her pen as we have seen. 

Of this, and of every good word and work 
with which her life was crowded, there is no 
record in her journal. The knowledge has 
come to us by the testimony of those who shared 
this service with her, and from the many served 
during all her life of love and labor ; but this 
testimony has been abundant, so much so that 
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were the limits of this record enlarged, and were 
not many of the tributes from those she bene- 
fited too delicate and personal in their char- 
acter for publication, a second volnme could 
be prepared with its history of "this deedful 
life." 

In only one letter can there be found a refer- 
ence to what she had doiie. This was called out 
by a remark which seemed to attribute selfish- 
ness to her in seeking to withdraw from inter- 
ference in a matter painfully agitated between 
some whom she loTed. Her sympathy only had 
been sought in the case, hut she could never give 
that alone when she saw any thing else that she 
could do; and this active sympathy was too 
much for her strength. It was no selfish feeling, 
however, that had prompted the wise counsel 
she here repeats with its reference to her own 
experience and practice. That it might possi- 
bly, even by those who knew and loved her most 
tenderly, be attributed to such a trait, for she saw 
less unselfishness in hereelf than others could 
possibly allow in their estimate of her ; or that 
it might he traced to selfish influence which she 
was conscious of Laving often to resist in the 
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advice of otliei'S, hurt her, even in her humility, 
and she ^vrites : 

" I make a distinction of late wherein I claim ajmpa- 
thy or connsel of eartMy love or wisdom. In God-sent 
(jials, or present troubles, I am as ready to claim it as 
anyone, whore I think my friend ia ready to give it with- 
out adding too heavily to her own heavy cares or trials. 
I do not give voice to the mood of the moment often; to 
its weariness, its pwn, its dread, even when I know hours 
of agony are before me, hecanso I may bo speaking or 
writing to some one who will share it too keenly with 
less strength perhaps than myself, or again when I know 
all the time that it ia a transient evil, and hy the time my 
cloud oppresses them it will have passed from me. Then 
there are some subjects which I can take to God alone ; 
domestic grievances, should any swch arise, injustice, 
things which human sympathy could not reach, or lehea 
it iDOuld wrong another to claim. U. This I have learned 
by bitter experience, hy having to strive for years, too often 
vainly, to rekindle the dead love of one person for another, 
destroyed at the first by my eager demand for justice, 
simple justice only to myself. I could forgive, I did do 

that, but never forgives. I kindled a fire I could 

not put out. Do you see? I might have lome all 
these things in silence. Ko, you canuot sec You have 
never had this terrible experience ; hnt it has been one 
of the pangs of my life, and since then I have been shown 
a more exedlent way.'' I have found all the rest and sym- 
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pathy,andjnatificatioaofseytliat I could hare needed, on 
my knees, often with Litter floods of t^ars, between me 
and God alone. He has taught me that it is no figure of 
speech, ' Come wnto me, all ye that labor and are heavy 
laden? 

"Do not think that I set myself up to do without hu- 
ilian love and interest, or that I in the least underralae 
it. Yon know that I have much more than most wiyea 
from myhnsband. Tonknow, too, orif yon don't I wish 
yon did, how precionaandhelpful yours, and my mother's, 
and that of many others has been to me in my dark days ; 
how at times I hunger and thirst after yours particularly, 
how gratefully it always comes to me. I almost despsdr 
of making you understand what I do mean. But yov, 
hnovi how ready I am to give it. Could one of my 
mother'' f children he otheraue ! Dol not strive ' to fttl- 
J3. the late of Chriit in the liurden ieaHng of others,'' not 
only for those I love, but for every person, where I have 
even little or no personal interest. Ton have seen ray 
life and its effort. Yoa can tell." 

There were eirciunstances -wliieli made it 
desirable tbat tlie coming winter should he pass- 
ed in the country, but " The Willows " with its 
distance from the city and its proximity to the 
sea would be a trial to the health of both Mr. 
and Mrs. Haven, and they concluded to spend 
the winter in the city. They therefore came in 
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town for the winter montlis -witli-tlieir cbildven, 
fixing their residence in Sixteenth Street, in tho 
neighborhood of St. George's Chnrch. Dnring 
the winter Mrs. Haven attended service there, 
whenever it was possihlefor her to go out. The 
force and fervor of Dr. Tyng's sermonB, and the 
vigorous and wholesome activity of his life, inspir- 
ed her with respect and affection. Her own prac- 
tice for years had been an illustration of what he 
tanght, and hia earnest appeals to his congregar 
tion to the leading of a life energized by Cliris- 
tian love, stirred her as the sound of a trumpet 
quickens the blood in the veins of the spent 
soldier. In her letters to her friends she repeat- 
ed these appeals, praying for blessings and long 
life for this preacher of righteonsness. 

On the let of December, 1862, she makes 
the following peculiar record. There are many 
of a similar character, showing how her faith 
and trust were continually rewarded tUl she had 
indeed " come to believe that she had all that 
she prayed for " : 

" "WTiile it is still fresh in my mind, let me put oa 
recwd one of the sweetest tokens of God's goodness that 
I have ever received. 
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' When I began to work a little in tlie past summer, 
I hesitated as to wbetlier I should work wholly on 'The 
Good Eeport,' whidi I waa ansions to copy entirely niy- 
Belf, or write as I had at &st intended, some magazine 
stories ; for it was strange to me, and not quite comfort- 
able, alwaya to hare no money of my own to fall back 
upoD. I could do so little every day, only one hour's 
wort, that I could accomplish but one of these things, 
and to help my deciwon came bact the promise, ' Trutt 
in, the Lord arid da good, and verily thou ahalt he fed.' 

" So I trusted to Him, and, save the hospital story 
called ' One Day,' and a story for tlie Weekly, on the 
same subject, both of which grew natnrally out of my 
hospital work— I wrote only on ' The Good Report.' But 
I was so well paid for my story, and S. has been so much 
prospered, that I have had abundantly all Uie money I 
could wish for myself and others. 

" When I returned from Philadelphia last month, and 
fairly settled down for the winter, the same question 
came np for my Christmas money, for which I have 
always done some special writing, for I hare been in the 
habit of making the most ezpen^ve purchases myself 
besides what we did together. Our espenditure has been 
very great this year ; estraordinary demands have been 
made npon onr purses, and besides this I had my own 
special objects which S. might not think necessary. 

"But then, if I wrote my stories, it would be after 
New Year's before I could get at my boot, and I might 
be Mck agMU, or die with it unaccomplished. As an 
15« 
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answer again came, ' Trmt in, the Lord and ie dohig good 
trust also in Mm and Hethall hring it topa^.' I hoped 
and believed that in writing tUa book, I teas doing good; 
whether it ever came to any thing or not my motive was 
pure. So I trusted. I took np my book on the 18th 
day with great and renewed interests I worked tea days. 
On Friday, the evening of the 21st, so soon ! — S. said 
tome: 

" ' See, I have appropriated this to yow Christmas 
Gspenses,' and he counted out nearly forty dollars into 
my hand. 

"I received it with a mingling of pleasure and dis- 
appointment — pleasure because the means had been pro- 
vided, disappointment because it woold accomplish so 
small a part of what I intended. So I took it and thanked 
him, and said to mjacif, ' Well, if God does not send me 
any more, it is not right that I should do these things, 
though it seemed so.' 

" 8. watched my face for a few moments : ' Ton are 
disapptnnted. Ton are not obliged to me ! ' 

"'Tes, dear, I am very much. I had no right to 
expect anything.' 

'"Why are you disappointed, then!' 

" ' Beeanse it will not do all I wanted to do,' 

" ' What did yon want to do S ' 

" ' Oh, it does not matter since I cannot do it.' 

" ' But I want to hear,' and he took ont a pencil and 
made me tell him the principal items. They came to over 
sixty dollars. 
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" ' WoU, I will not t«ase you any longer,' and he put 
another bill into my hands. ' I meant this for yon too.' 

" It was a bill for one hundred dollars. I gave one 
glance, and began to cry aa usual. The revulsion over- 
came mo, the seal of my re.worded trust was so wonderful 

" ' Wbat brings the tears ! ' 

" It was a long time before I could tell him all, how, 
in the first place, I Lad trusted for tto money, and left it 
all to Him. The signal answer to my faith, was as 
wonderful as if He bad spoken, directly to me from 
HeaveD. Then there was the pleasure before me of 
accomplishing my wishes, but that was the very least. 
He cwned my wori: oa it were. He had sent me my 
wages, and if He accepted my book, He would bless it 
and make it useful aa I have so long hoped and prayed. 

" But it was also a pledge for the ftitnre. If He was 
fidthful in that which was least, He wonld provide for my 
needs in greater things." 

Slie goes on with a review of certain things 
which tried her faith very sorely, and had heen 
making her heart very heavy, and she says : 

" This was all natural, and very human, but here was 
a pledge to drive away my latest, most unspoken fears, 
and how could I but accept it, and be tearfully thankftil, 
when my heart had for so many days carried and strug- 
g.ed with such a burden? 

" So I put it on record as a help in some dark, dia- 
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trustful day in the future, but chiefly to remember God's 
groat and unmerited goodness, ' giving more thaa we can 
ask or think,' " 

And she quotes, after this triumph of her 
faith, the beautiful metrical version of the 145th 
Peahn, " which brings back to me," she sajs, " so 
many happy Sunday afternoons in the dear 
little church at Mamaroneck." 
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BSR LAST JOVBWAL. 

"i-eS, Wfft, 1S63. 

r 19 a year ago to-day by the day of the 
moatli, since I lay BO lielplosB and suffering 
at Mrs. F.'s, A year by the day of tho 
week, Bince that Snnday noon, on which 
Dr. Parker told me that my life was in danger from 
seated disease of the lunga. I promised myself and my 
God if He Tconld spare me a Utile longer to recover 
strength, that I would nse every moment of the added 
time as a precious ^ft, and in Hia service. Especially to 
be more faithful ui instructing and in praying for my 
children, and in helping others out of darkness into His 
lighL 

"In looking back on the year, in which not only has 
xs.-^ life been spared so wonderfully, but my health in a 
great measure restored, and abundant, and heretofore un- 
known leisure secured to me, by Uie advice of my physi- 
cians, tho record is one of unfaithfulness and shortcoinmg ; 
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and of yielding too often to covert temptations to self- 
indulgence to ■which raj poEilion has peculiarly esposed 
lue. I coTild not but be thankful for the abounding, and 
anlooked for blessings of the year, particnlarly for the 
health and strength of the present ; and I desire in God's 
help to renew the vow of incessant faithfulness, especial- 
ly in the care of my time, my health, and my duty to my 
chiidren. I pray for a rich blessing 'of the best things 
upon the friends whose roof protected me, whose thought- 
fnl and nnwearied attentions did so much for my restora- 
tion when I had so slight a clium on them. ' The bless- 
ing of the right and the left be upon them,' 

" I arose this morning burdened with the many cares 
and ansieties coming from the proposed changes in our 
life, Sunday as it was 1 The inevitable cares and perhaps 
straightness of income, growing out of retirement from 
active buMness, ves and disturb me. Tet from the first 
we have tried to seek God's guidance, to say, ' if Thy 
preienee go riot witli us ca/rry -us not up hence,'' and I know 
these distracting thoughts are mere human impatience, 
and the temptations to evil, to hinder mo in present duty. 
It has been peculiarly so this morning, but I ti'y to tanish 
them by prayer, by recollections of the past, and its very 
manifest Divine guidances, some of them so wonderfully 
clear and plain. 

" 'Brougbt safely by His hand so for. 
Why wilt ihon now give place to feai7 
How canst thou want if He provide, 
Orlose thy way with snch a guide}' 
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"Perhaps, tcio, the deciaion is not my affair after aU. 
I have been bo ac««stomed to take responsibility, that I 
may be thrnsticg myself forward in the place of S. now, 
I am called away, clearly called away, to other and absorb- 
ing interests. It may be all decided for me when I 
return. There is great comfort in belieting Oiat S. 
really docs 'seek counsel' as well as myself, and this 
transaction may be wholly between his own sool and 
God. 

"I have been greatly 'helped and strengtheaed,' as 
Mr. Gurney himaelf would have said, by ray morning 
reading in the ' Life of i. S. Gurney.' The longer I live, 
the more I am persnaded that tbe Lord's children, un- 
worthy as they are, are the objects not only of Bis 
spiritual grace, but of His especial Providence; that tlicy 
are of more yalue in. His sight than 'many sparrows,' and 
that ' the very hairs of onr heads are nnmbered.' If this 
belief is well founded, if it is proved both by Scripture 
and experience, what a repose we may feel in the varions 
turns and changes of our mortal pUgrimage. Truly ' all 
ihingi thall leork together for good to those that lone God.' 

"In bis after experience he thus depended upon the 
Divine guidance. "Wlien lie became impressed with the 
belief tbat it was his duty to enter parliament, to bear 
Christian testimony before the English nation, he sought 
for every outward assistance to his judgment; yet was 
letl clearly, by the advice of fKends, and the power of 
circumstances, to follow his own choice. He feared lest 
't should be only a temptation to draw him away from 
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duties already accepted. Yet, oa the other hand, if it 
were God's oall to a new field of wider usefulness, lie 
wished to accept it. 

" 'Deep haa been my conflict,' he writes, 'in the fear 
of the enemy's anaros. Idcdre tD "be prmerved in patienee 
and iiiaple dejiendence, realing assured that the Lord will 
Eot leave me without a light to follow; that He will 
make an opening in His Providence for whaterer ia truly 
His own will conc«ming mo. Or that, on the other hand, 
ho will condesceud to close every door through which the 
spirit forhids an entrance.' 

" ' I have had many anxious thoughts as to my future 
lot, and proceedings, and even conflicts between opposite 
views of duty; hut I wholly believe that the Lord is 
gradously disposed to deal gently with me and permit 
mo time to try the flame wet or dry, to go before me, and 
be my rearward. 

" ' We are on the wing this morning for Bayswatsr, 
trusting that a time of quietneaa of mind, and it may be- 
some enjoyment in the Lord's service, awaits me. In the 
meanwhile, I leave events to work in that way which a 
good Providence may see fit to direct, being clear that 
my own course must at present he purely passive, 
and humbly trusting that my Divine and Holy Master 
will not leave His unworthy servant without help and 
gnidanoe.' " 

"I was never," says Mrs. Haven, "more 
fizlly perBTiaded of being sent on a message than 



,1 Google 



HER LAST JOUBNAL. 349 

in this visit to Boston. I go witli a cheerful and 
tranc[iiil mind now, leaving all in God's hands." 

This Tisit to Boston was a matter of great 
moment to many persons. Her sister was there 
then, and with her two young persons, in whose 
earo and welfare they were mutually interested. 
There was much to he talked ahout and decided 
upon, and the week spent there seemed all too 
short for its engagements. She also saw some 
old acquaintances, and made a few new ones. 
To all she hore the same impression. Her quick 
interest in every one, her sound judgment, her 
keen enjoyment, her words of counsel and com- 
fort, added a new zest to every life with which 
hers eame into contact. Going to a suburban 
town to dine with a connection, the drive on a 
wet day gave her some cold. She was a little 
hoarse on her return, and complained of her 
throat in the evening, hut seemed very bright 
and almost gay, and would not admit that she 
was iU. 

Speaking of singing — ^her favorite song was 
asked for, the last evening she was in Boston. 
She replied that she had no voice whatever, bnt 
" if they conld endure the dismal croak which 
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any attempt on her part at singing must be, she 
would try it." Sbe went to tbe piano and Bung 
the Bong of E. H. Stoddard's, which has been 
referred to, entitled 

"THE TWO BRIDES. 
" I saw two maids at kirk 

And both were fair and sweet. 
One in her wedding robe. 
And one in ber winding sheet. 
" Tbe chorisfer snog tbe hymn. 
The sacred ritea were read, 
And one to Life for Life, 
And one to Death, vraa wed. 
" They were borne to their bridal beds, 



To a world of SJQ and pain, 

But the ether was happier fa; 

And nerer woke again." 

Alas ! the muaie was gone from that Toice 
forever on earth. The hoarseness never left her, 
and Bometimes for days and weeks after this she 
conld only speak in a whisper. Her letters, on 
her return to New York, were often prefaced in 
this way : 
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"I am forlorn to-day, with a new cold and quite 

lioarse, whicli I regret on 's account." " My tliroat 

prevents my going to see Mrs. 0. about Mra, E,, as I 
hoped to." "Dr, 8. says it is a]lcliniat«; that I ought not 
to he here in March." " Ton will find lots of preaching 
in this envelope; but several things have done me so 
mach good, that I could not help sharing the comfort 
with yon." " I said to S. a night or two ago : 

" ' How often wo are kept np and quieted by plans that 
seeta the best things, bnt TcLich are not the ones Provi- 
dence is preparing for ns or designs ns to have. How 
one plan which never was adopted, stood between rae 
and despair for a month or two.' When I heard that 
yoar wishes in regard to sending B. away were frus- 
trated, I felt at once that it was because some better 
purpose still for him existed in God's providence, to be 
known in good time ; to be asked for in faith perbaps, 
and to be depended upon, since all our earthly wisdom 
seemed to be wrapped up in that one plan. My throat is 
hateful again. I don't know but I must stay in the 
house till we are done with snow." 

In regard to titeir arrangements for the 
future, which had disturbed her bo, she writ^ in 
her journal : 

" JTorc* SM. 

"Por the present, at least, we are to return to 'Tlie 
Willows.' I fonnd it decided for me on my return from 
Boston, so I had nothing to do bnt ' to sit still.' " 
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-Ailer eniiinerating the at 
" The Willowa " for their smnmer reeidencej she 
Bays: 

" The change in the winter brings change of scene, 
prevents morbid forecasting, and gives opportunity for 
daily exercise in the open dr. "Wlien I incline to be resl^ 
less an4 impatient about the final issue, I see the message 
still, 'mquietnessand confidence shaWbe your BtrengtJt."' 

During Lout of thia year her mind and heart 
were full of concern for the beloved little church 
in Mamaroneck where she had so long wor- 
shipped, for ita pastor, for whom her respect and 
affection were very Buieere, as the whole of her 
life as a parishioner, and as many reference8 in 
her letters and journal teetify, and for the people 
with and for whom she had so long prayed. 
She prays now that " after a long drouth, the 
spirit of God may he pleutiftilly poured out 
upon them," 

"I have found two helpful things in my momiug 
reading, both marked long ago. 

" ' They Iielped emery one, his neigMio^- and eeery one 
laid to hu 'brother, ie of good eowrage^ 

" '•So (i« cwrpenter enetmraged the goldtmith, and ht 
that smote with the hamimer, him that smote with the 
aiuil, saying,^ etc. 
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" ' Fea/r not for I am teith thee; fear not, i>e not dis- 
piayedj/or lam thj/ 6od. I will strengthen thee, yea, I 
will help thee, yea, I mil iiphald thee,' 

" ' WTten the poor and needy seek water, and there i» 
none, and their tongue faileth for thirst, I, the Lord, will 
hearr them ; I the God of Israel will not forsake th&n.' 

" ' I will open riters in high plaeet, and fountains in 
the midst of the talley ; I will make the wilderness a pool 
of mater, and the dry land springs qf water.' 

" I was obliged to leave church this morning from 
feintness, to my great disappointment, bnt I was repaid, 
in the little time tljat I was there, for the effort of going, 
hy this additional helpful, and very familiar tost in the 
morning lesson; Ha^M ii. 4. Perhaps the first part of 
the chapter gne3 the reason for this long dronth, and my 
repeated disappointments. Stlfish prayers for hushand, 
wife, child, or friend, are refused and rebuked by ffulure 
and disappointment, becanse we have not the interest of 
God'a church, His house, at heart until we have less 
' narrow prayers,' taie up His cause heartily, and receive 
all at once." 

Slie records at some length another instance 
of remarkable answer to prayer in her own ex- 
perience, and then says ; 

" Answered ogain ' in that which is least,' let me see 
in it a pledge 'of that which is greatest.' 

" I have had a nice morning, though quite ill, finding 
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so much enconragemont for the country's peace and tie 
whole world's conversion from rebellion agdost God'a 
laws. How wonderfn] that this should come also I " 

'^ April td, EiBTEB Evt 

"Lent going ont in a heavy storm of rain, sJeot, and 
Bnow. I proposed to mjaelf at its commencement several 
distinct suhjocts for prayer. I have iept as usual an un- 
faithful watch. Yet God may even now grant hie my 
heart's desire, undeserved as it is. It is never of our 
deserving, hut of His mercy. Therefore I hope that 
F — — may be led into the way of true peace ; that S. 
may grow in grace and in the knowledge of our Lord 
Jesus Christ ; that N may he slj'engthened and con- 
firmed, and broaght nearer to the Heavenly Father, 

by Ilis loving kindness; that B may receive the 

baptism of a deep repentenee and a true conversion ; that 
om' land may be restored to peace and prosperity, and 
we he made, by our trials, a God-fearing and honoring 
nation; that His kingdom may come in all the world; 
also I pray ansiously for my beloved church and pastor. 

" I have Jiad the fi%-fiftli chapter of Isaiah for my 
evening lesson, MI of promises for aU these things, espe 
oially the last two verses. 

" I leave all in God's hands, all for His own good time 
and way. I find this is not my first watch for I"——. 
God has granted me all else—why not this ? 

" The sleety storm goes on. Before the verses I have 
quoted is this, most appropriate for the day ; ' For as the 
Hun Cometh down, and the snow from Heaven, and re- 
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tumeth not thiiher, but watereth the earth and inaketh 
it briog fortn and bnd, that it may give soed to the sower 
and broad to the eater.' 

" ' So shall my word he that goeth forth out ef my 
moitth. It shall n»t return unto me i:oid, iut it shall 
aeeomplish that which I please, and it shall prosper in the 
thing lehereto I tent it.' 

" God's woi-d is the moans of accomphshing the 
change we desire ia the hearts and lives of men ; hut aa 
the snow aud the rain sink into the ground, and become 
forgotten influences, thongh not the less vital and sure; 
bringing the thing to pass in proper, or ordered time and 
season ; so with this fertilizing, aourishmg, transforming 
power. 

" We ^ve the credit to the sunshine of providential 
circumatancos, which brings the hud to blossom, the fmit 
to maturity." 

Except her letters, she wrote nothing more. 
How full her heart was for others ! How broad 
and all-embracing her Christian love and chari- 
ty, this last record shows. What was left of 
life and strength was given as freely as her 
prayers. 

In spite of the remonstrances of her fciends 
she had chained herself with the preparation of 
the spring wardrobes of two young relations, in 
addition to all that her own family required. 
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She was iinablo to walk, but she drove out day 
after day to attend to these things ; sometimes 
spending a ■whole morning in the carriagCj and 
interesting herself in all the minutiseof thework. 
Her extraordinary energy constantly sought fresh 
objects on -which to expend itself, and never 
seemed to fail tiU, she was laid upon her concli. 

She consulted with writers and publishers 
about new editions of favorite boobs, wrote 
many letters connected with such business, re- 
commended plans which seemed to her to prom- 
ise sneers, hurried some who would possibly 
be late in getting a book ready for the press in 
time for tlie fall issue ; and thus interested and 
occupied hei-self when able to be off her couch, 
till the time came for them to return to " The 
Willows," 

To tliose who watched her during the latter 
yeai-s of her life, when heart and brain were 
always busy with the interests of others, who 
saw her use her pen till it fell from fingers 
too weak to hold it longer, who heard iier plead 
the cause of others while she had a voice to 
speak, who saw lips move in inarticulate prayer 
wlien the low voice had almost left her, who 
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counted every effort by -wliich she thus ex- 
hausted her ebbing life with the breathless anx- 
iety of agonized love — to all sucli there is a 
thought of consolation in lines recently written 
of her by one who was reading tearfully her last 
published volume : 

" I knoir she sees how many heurCs 
Hare thrilled to purer Ihonght, 
Touched by the holy sympathies 
Her blessed life has taught. 

" I know that every gentle word 

Traced amid care and pain, 
Wrought inki jewels, sbiaes upon 

Her angel robes again; 
That in the New Jeraaalem 

No whiter sou! is there, 
Than hers who fashioned life with faith. 

And ended it with prajor." 
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^HE letters to lier friends at tMs time, 
all expressing the most lively in- 
terest in their affaii^, wliich were 
instinctively confided to her, seem 
wonders of ■wisdom in the counsel she gave, and 
almost inspired benedictions. To one -who was 
in great trouble, she writes : 

"Some time ago we took for onr year's motto, 'Be 
careful of nothing, lut m every thing hy prayer and mp- 
plieation, with thanhggiving, let your req-ueati lie made 
Mown unto 6odJ I, at least, realized the promise follow- 
ing, ' oind the peace of Ood which passeth all understand- 
ing shall ie^ your hearts and mindt through Christ 
Jesua.' 

" It has been a lime, however, of comparative personal 
rest. I often wonder bow I shall bend to the straaiii of 



,1 Google 



LAST LETTERS. 369 

trouble when it rises again, loss of home, or ctildren, or 
husband, or meaca to do for others, or especially the suf- 
ferings of those I lore. I should despair of beiug Ijravo 
but for the promise, ' God i» faithfuV Perhaps I shall 
be tmfuithful, and t^e myself ont of His hands ; that is 
all I dread, 

" May you, dear N , ' increasing in the knowledge 

of God, be strengthened with all might according to Eis 
glorious power, unto all patience, and long suffering, with 
jojfnhiess.' "What more can I say? I often think of the 
disciples at the Transfiguration, ' and they feared as they 
Altered into the cloud.' But ' iheve earnie a voiee out of 
the elowd saving: This is my leloved Son, hear JEm.' I 
have always found that I learn more of the Beloved Son 
when the clond overshadows me, much aa I dread to 
enter it, and that I hsten more willingly to His voice. I 
have some verses half planned, with that thonglL Do 
you lite it? Does it give you comfort? I may have 
seea it somewhere before. 

" This letter, so far, might be called ' Scriptni-o read- 
ings,' but I don't know how else to attempt to meet the 
throng of adversities that seem to hem you in; and you 
will understand, I know." 

Just before they left for the eoimtry she 
wrote to a dear friend in the city who waa also 
an invalid : 

" I did not think, my dear 0—, that so many days 
would have passed before I acfccowledged yonr little 
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basket of 'immortelles,' a surprise and a pleasure to 
receive. 1 believe it is the only material keepsake I have 
from you save your picture. But I shall never need a 
remembrance, glad as I am to have this. Tounere con- 
tinnally in my mind dm'ing Lent, and more particularly 
in Passion week, I started on Good Friday afternoon to 
go over to see you, but the wind was uaconimonly cold, 
and my throat very raw ; besides, I had elected all along 
to go over on Easter Even, in tnemoriam of the walk we 
took to St. Peter's together, in the cvcBing, so many years 
ago ; so I turned back, and the nest day was stormy, and 
then weakness, and illness, and so on — and on— till now. 

"How mucli I thought of you then, always suffering, 
always having suffered ' in the Jlesh,'' aye, and in spirit 
too ! May God give you patience as He has done, and 
trust in the wisdom and love that cannot err, though 
doubt and weariness rise up to deny it I 

" I had two or three dreadful nights, and in one I 
remember with what a flash of comfort camo the thought, 
' Who spared not Mix own Son; ' and what must mi be, or 
rather what must it not be, when sncli an expiafioti ia 
required! 

" May God be with you day and night on your bod of 
suffering. May Christ and the Comtbrter abide with yon 
always ; may angel's care minister to you until yon shall 
come inhere the inhalitante shall no more say, 'lam 
nek, neither shall there he any morepain.^ 

"Will you thank your husband foi' the Eeport, which 
I have read with much interest, and for his note, and his 
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trouble regarding the tract Tell him to take no furtiet 
trouble. If he thinlj it might be useful, I wUl have 
another edition prmted at my own espense, and send it 
to the Commission, but I feel fo uncertain of ita value. 
I suppose I ought to act on faifb, and the remembrance 
efthe cup of cold -mater." 

In May tbey left their city home, bat their 
own home, ■which had been for some time under- 
going repairs, was not yet ready for them, and 
they stayed a short time at a house in the neigh- 
borhood, -where Mr. H. could superintend the 
last preparations for the reentrance to " The 
"Willows." From this place she writes : 

" I dare say you will thini I am lost, but I have been 
used up for several days, suffering from such repeated 
and prolonged attacks of faintneas that-I dared not go 
out. Some days these continue all day, in others they 
pass off in tlio morning; they arc accompanied bj spasms, 
from indigestion I suppose." 

And then follow several pages of business 
matters, chiefly planning for the comfort of 
others. Again : 

" With S., who cannot bear to see me exerting myself, 
out of the way, and my morning agony over, I will try 
to say two irords or so. 1 tried to write all last week, 
but was very sick with rush of blood from the heart to 
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tLe head, alternating with faintness, partly produced bj 
' starTation.' Meat and bread are all that agree with me, 
and these I cannot eat ; my throat is in such a state that 
soft boiled eggs and cream are all I can swallow, and these 
r cannot digest. 

" To-day I must really say, ' Thani God I am mnch 
more comfortable.' .My voice is quite audible, which ia 
encouraging, as it is damp, and an easterly wind. 

" I had no idea I had so little patience and cndnranoe 
for bodily piun. I thought I conld bo very heroic, hut I 
beliepo more than ever that we never know ourselves. 
This iihiess has taught me several lessons ; but oh 1 1 for- 
get so fast I I thought last year if I could only be spared 
for the children I would be so faithfnl, but I waa not I 
do not anppoae I shall he now, but I mean to be, ' mk 
bed' resolution as it is. All this aioiiimywf/j my favor 
ite topic of late." 



" I don't know whether I ought to write to you to- 
day after all. This long storm has depressed me, and the 
lack of fresh air and exercise has added to my discomfort, 
that when I have said that the dampness has made my 
throat worse, I have said the worst of myself, I was 
getting on nicely when this storm sot in, with the change 
of dr, scene, and food, and hope to do so again iu the 
sunshine. I suppose mother has told you what a serious 
attack I have had ; I felt so very ill as I finished my last 
letter to you, that but for croaking, I should have said 
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that / Idiewd I teas going out inilTi the tide. I know I 
meant it as I wrote that last sentence, and in all the 
hodily suffering I ever endured, nothing ever went he- 
jond it. Ky heart aeemcd to have Leen paralyzed, hut 
its action h somewhat restored. 

" I am just as far as possible from your sisterly idea 
of ' doing my best for everybody.' I do nothmg for any- 
body. I do not even care for myself, but lie hours to- 
gether on the bed or sofa, ia the most otter do-nothing- 
ness that I over arrived at. I can scarcely believe it, or 
nnderstimd how so short an illness could so use up my 
strength," 

They had now reentered " The Willows," 
which had been enlarged and repaired. The 
groTinds were in most perfect order, and the 
■winter in town had prepared Mrs. Haven for 
the keenest enjoyment of home comforts. As 
a Burpriae for her, her husband had very elegant- 
ly, and with especial regard to her peculiar 
tastes, refurnished her own room. She said 
characteristically : 

"The night before we went into onr own home I 
waa very sleepless, so I lay awake, planning the changes 
in the ordering of the fnmituro necessary from increas- 
ed room. The first night I spent there I lay awalce 
thinking sadly how mnoh the money spent in that lusnri- 
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ous furniahing would have done for so many who were 
needing telp." 

She conld not be insensible or nngrateful 
to the love which had surroimded her now, by 
the grace and beantj which she had so lonj* 
denied to the tastes which always craved such 
things. She writes : 

"All my life long I liavo loved beautiful and ddnty 
things, and have never had the opportnnity to indulge 
my taste ; indeed I had entirely given up the thought, or 
longing I might oaU it, till this summer every one coii- 
BpLres to indulge me. The house outside and in, my 
lovely room, the out-of-door beanty eTerywhere. I can- 
not tell you what delight and enjoyment I taie in them 

As the weather became suitable she ventured 
out a few times about the grounds, her sweet 
face protected by a dainty hood, and a fleecy 
Shetland shawl wrapped about her wasted figure. 

Once she tooii courage and went into town, 
partly to sec her physician and partly to cany 
out one of her favorite projects; for despite her 
protest she was still planning the comfort and 
welfare of others. She had been very anxious 
for a friend to have a sewing machine, and had 
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arranged that it should be a gift to her. She 
made an appointment to meet her at the estab- 
lisliment of Wheeler & Wilson, that she might 
witness the pleasure and surprise the gift would 
bring, as she reeeiTed one of their most beauti- 
fnlly-finished and elegantly-cased instruments. 
A ruling passion indeed, strong to the last, was 
this of serving others ! But the ride to town, 
and the eseltement attending her visit, were too 
much for her strength. In the suffering that 
followed slie confessed to this. 

It was here, and of this last visit, that a gen- 
tleman said on her leaving the place, " The sun 
seems to go under a cloud as she goes out." 
"With the kind smile on her lip, and the light in 
her eye kindled by her genial interest in every 
thing, in every person, even in the transaction 
of business, she did indeed bring sunshine with 
her. She awoke a true feeling of friendsliip in 
hearts that too often closed in their counting- 
rooms to every thing but business and its selfish 
engrossments. 

" Toward the latter part of her life," said s 
gentleman with whom she had only business re- 
lations, " she seemed to me as I talked with her 
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to have a halo abont her, as the old saints are 



Then her eympathies with othera, and he( 
interCBt in tliem, was so infeetioTis. She appeared 
to take it for granted that all felt as kindly, and 
were as glad of the opportunity to do good as 
she was ; and very shame not itjfrequently broke 
tbrongh the cruet of selfishness, and dissipated 
churlishness, bringing out a man's heart and better 
feeling as ehe appealed in behalf of any cherish- 
ed interest she was trying to promote. She had 
the tact in which many who axe generous them- 
selves are quite deficient. She could appeal bo 
effectually, that ehe really taught the pleasure of 
service rendered, to some, the centre and circum- 
ference of whose life was adf. 

The "good in every thing" was ever appa- 
rent to her spiritual vision. One of her latest 
letters to her sister was in this wise : 

"Ton and W. will find the use of these years of dis- 
cipline througli tlie perveraeiiesa and ungcueronsness of 
others, afid the oomtjination of cares and trials. 'Fit for 
the Master's use,' and now He appoints the service. It L'l 
strange as my days of active service end, that yours com' 
mence. Tour true sphere will be found and widen he- 
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fore you as mine closes. I am content. I couldnot once 
have said this, to bo laid aside and see others allowed to do 
what my hands no longer may." 

In despite of pain and -weaTUiess, of days of 
intense suffering wbicli no human love was 
powerful to sootlie, these last weeta held mneh 
joy and peace in them. Her heart was always 
full of thankfulness for the slightest alleTiation 
to her pain. Her enjoyment often far out- 
balanced her suffering ; her very last letter to 
her sister began, " This is a heavenly day in a 
heavenly place." 
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LAST S0UB8. 

t HESE cannot be better depicted than 
by her beloved " Marie E.," whoee 
privilege it was to be beside her in 
those sacred moments, and to min- 
ister to her last earthly needs. 

"On the 2lEt of July her bahy-gii'l was bom; and 
aft«r that itwaa hoped that her disease would he arrested, 
and health restored. Bnt the fair little child throve and 
grew strong while the mother drooped and failed. There 
was a hrief raUjing, the last flashing upward of the wast- 
ing flame \vhen the bahy was a few weeks old. Bnt the 
false hope was too qnickly dashed, and a few weeks 
more found the httle new-comer motherless, the house- 
hold desolate, and life rohhed of what seemed its sole 
treasure to one who 

' Will miss her, and go mourning 
All bis solitary days.' 
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" On Wednesday, Anguat 19th, she had heen lifted 
from the hed to a large easy-chair in whioli she was 
accustomed to sit for a little while every day. Eesting 
among the soft pillows, wrapped in a Shetland shawl, 
and her exquisite hands folded across her prayer-book, 
open at the Litamy, she never looted lovelier, it seemed 
to those who lingered beside her. Her eyes were full of 
tender light, her cheeks flushed with the hectic that 
brings such fatal beauty, and the rich masses of her hair 
shading her wasted temples, all combined to make up a 
picture of snob exceeding loveliness as will never fade 
from the memories of those who gazed upon it. 

"Its sweet repose lasted but for a very brief space. 
A fit of coughing, or rather an attempt to cough, 
resulted in a suffocating spasm of the throat ; and for a 
time which none measured, its duration seemed agoa 
rather than moments, the very pangs of death were 
suffered in their sharpest form. Tasted and weakened 
by her long suffering, the physical agony seemed almost 
to overpower even her faith ; and the despairing cry, 
'I am dying! oh, pray that it may be short. Oh, my 
God, let it be short,' was too full of anguish to be remem- 
bered calmly. 

"Thank God the prayers were heard; relief was 
granted, and for a little while she was given back to the 
love that clung to her so desperately. Through the 
night following she lay awake much of the time mur- 
muring repeatedly words of prayer and grateful acknowl- 
it for the deliverance that had been sent her. 
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'"It was all needed,' she said once, 'every pang. 
But I was so weak, I thought I could not hear it. God 
was better than I deserved ; He has spared my life.' 

" At another time she asked, in a half wandering way, 
waking from a hrief sleep : 

"'Do yon helieTe there is reaJly a God who is 
our Father ! who loves us, and cares about us always ! ' 

"'I do not beheve, I knoit,' was the reply, ' And 
80 do yon, Alice, Ho one knows it ao well as yon.' 

" ' Oh yes, surely I ' she esclaimed with a lovely 
smile, conseiousnoss and memory flashing back. 'Tho 
everlasting armt, they are bearing me upward now,' 

"Bending over her at another time in tho darkness, 
one who watched her heard her whisper: 

" ' I thank Thee, oh my Heavenly Father, for alt Thy 
dear love, I thank Thee for my precious husband and 
dear children. I thutik Thee for all my agonizing »uf- 
fering.' 

"Thi'eo days more were all that remained of life, or 
suffering to hor, and of the latter it pleased God to spare 
her much. She slept or was unconscious a great deal of 
the time, mind and body growing weaker together as her 
feet drew nearer the brmk of the Dark Eiver, On 
Saturday, toward nightfall, the Death Angel made his 
presence felt in the shadowy room. But lie came gently, 
not with pain or terror. Tho angaish of that ostremo 
hour waa all for those who watched the failing breath 
and fading eyes, not for her in whom the awful change 
was taking place in such serene silence, No further 



,1 Google 



LAST HOURS. S71 

agony of the wasteil form and weary spirit was allowed; 
and honf after lioiir stole softly by while the calm sweet- 
ness of her rest was undistnrbed hy any passing pain. 
The murmured words that dropped from lips half uncon- 
scions, told only of love and happiness ; and while the 
solemn shadow of that unseen Mystery brooded above, 
the heavenly light of ' the peace that passeth all under- 
standing,' made her face ' as it were the face of an angel,' 
" ITone of those who stood by that death-bed will 
ever forget its holy serenity, least of all the ineffable 
beauty of that supreme moment which marked 

' The passing of the sweetest soul 
That eyer looked with hnmnn eyes.' 

"No words could picture tiie sudden rapture that 
illnminated the whole countenance, flashed ont from ejcs 
we had thought closed m slumber, gleamed across Upa 
that seemed sealed from smilmg for ever more. It was 
as though the realization of what ' eye hath not seen, nor 
ear heard, nor hath it entered into the heart of man to 
conceive ' was revealed in one unutterable vision. The 
tear-blinded eyes fised upon hers might not behold what 
she beheld, but they saw its glory reflected for one brief 
moment, never to be forgotten till the veil of this mor- 
tality is withdrawn, and we also behold ' The King in 
His beauty.' " 

How better can we picture tbe desolation 
tliat foUowed tlian in these lines, written jeara 
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before by her who had ' calmly gone unto her 
rest,' with stricken hearts throbbing about her ; 
a prophetic picture of her own home on this 
lovely Sunday morning, August 23d, 1863 : 



"Shnt out the aunlight from the room, 
I cannot hear its splendor. 
While tears for one ho young ao true, 
A mournful tribute render. 

"I'm thinking of that silent hour 
When last she smiled a blessing 
To the young children at her side. 
Who came with sweet caressing. 

" When eyes of love behold in her 
The sum of earthly treasure. 
And a manly heart thanked God who gave 
Such gladness in such measure. 

" Ah me, how dark that pleasant room 

Where now her form is lying I 

The laughter has to wiuling changed, 

The smiles give place to sighing. 

" The little ones with linked hands. 

And Toieea low with weeping, 

Come softly to the narrow couch 

To see their mother sleeping. 

' They wonder at the rigid form. 

Death's icy tonch revealing, 

And ask why still the he&vy lids 

Her soft ejaa are coacealing. 
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" No prcaaure aDswars from the lips 
That, in thehr chadiah error, 
Tbey fondly kiea, then Bhtink away 
Witb Dew and nameless terror. 
" Her hands are folded on her breast, 
Yet ID their silent elaspiag. 
There seems a prayer for those she leaves, 
Comfort and guidance asking. 
" Accept the token wliile ye weep, 
And stricken hearfs are tlirobhing; 
She goeth calmly nnto rest, 
The grare of terror robbing. 
" To her the dusky gate of death 
Is now no fearful portal, 
Earth's keenest pangs arc all forgot 
In joys of life immortal." 

The same hand tliat gave us the record of 
the death-bed scene, lias described that which 
was witnessed in the church where she had long 
worshipped " in the beantj of holine^." 

"One word more we must clairu for a passing glimpse 
at the fuEsra! serrioes, rendered with, rare beauty and 
harmony. In tlie simple village chureli, before the altar 
where she had knelt so many years, they placed the 
eaaket that held all that remained of a jewel too precious 
for our keeping. Eare flowers, only less exqvMte than 
the face they encircled, the handa in which they were 
clasped, were heaped about her in lavish loveliness; 
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for frieDds and neighbors had vied with each other to 
adorn her death, even aa they had done to gladden her 
life, with these sweet tokens of their reverent love. One 
fidr hand held sprigs of heliotrope and violets placed 
there by the httle fingers of her children, their usual 
morning tribute, and now their last; but the other 
clasped, Ijing npon her breast a cross of satnf white, 
fragrant flowers. All her life long she had clang 'sim- 
ply to Thy cross;" it was fitting that she should hold the 
pule emblem in death, as all felt when that sweetest of 
hymns 'Rock of ages, deft for me,' swelled in its soft 
minors through the church. 

"Seldom at any funeral have been gathered so many 
brought together by one sincere impulse of love and 
sympathy. In the throng of earnest faces not one care- 
leas, or indifiorent gazer, conld be seen ; yonng and old, 
rich and poor, mot together in common sorrow, for all in 
the parish counted her as a ftiend. And the tears that 
rained from so many eyes, and the sobs that shook even 
manly bi-easta, ae they drew near for one last look &t 
that placid face, bore witness to the universal love and 
reverence she had inspired. But one eniotion prevailed 
in all that multitade; they wept together as a bereaved 
household mourning its dearest ornament and joy. 

" The pastor who had baptized her chUdreu, one after 
another, and ' broken the bread of life ' to her kneeling by 
these chancel rails where now her cofBn stood, read the 
solemn and beautiful burial service above lier head. 
And the friend of her childhood, the brother' in-law whose 
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lore had followed her in eyery event of her whole life, 
and who had thus a still nearer and deai-er right to share 
in this sacred office, spoke the fitting and expressive 
eulogy ■vrhich will be rememheied long by all who were 
present, for its eloquence and indescribable tenderness, as 
well as its deep truthfulness to her character. 

" Ve are fain to linger over this clodng scene, beauti- 
ful beyond any idea that our poor words have given ; 
inasmuch as it was in perfect harmony with a life whose 
beauty has rarely been equalled." 

When they left the church all that was 
mortal of Alice Haven was home to the qaiet 
little hurial ground of Eye, where her last rest- 
ing-place ia marked hy a cross, as was her own 
wish, bearing simply her name and age, and the 
words BO often uttered by her lips, and which she 
illustrated through all her life : 

"Bbae ye okb akothee'3 buedess, ahd so FOUii 

THE LAW or CSEIST," 
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THRILL of sorrow and sympathy 
went through the country when 
on the morning of the 24th of 
Angust, the readers of the New 
Tort " "World " learned of the death of " Cousin 
AxicE " in the following obituary notice : 

" In the simple announcement in our obituary columa 
this morning, of tho death of AUce S. Eaten, many of 
our readers will find on interest, the deeper and sadder 
for their knowledge that it chronicles the departure from 
earth of one of its most gifted and lovely daughters 
known to a multitude of our readers as ' Couan Alice,' 

" Mrs. Haven was yet in the prime of hfe, not having 
completed her thirty-sisth year. For more than half of 
her days she has been achieving her reputation as a pure 
and charming writer for tho young, and has won for her- 
self a place among the poets of the hind by not a few 
.oily and enduring lyrics. 
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"Admirable and highly cherished as her fame in 
the world of letters will be, this is, however, the least 
excellence of her how sacred memory. The crown of 
her character was her truly unselfish and unsparing con- 
secration to the highest good of others, not only of those 
who had natural claims upon her hut of all who came 
within the roach of her hand and her influence. 

"She spent and was spent for the promotion of pure 
religion and sweet practical Tirtno, In her the church 
found a finfhftd adherent and auxiliary, and charity a 
blessed exemplai" and almoner. Her bereaved home and 
family will mourn her only morfi in degree, than the parish 
and the people, who will know her no more in her 
unostentatious and almost uncircumacribed ministries of 
love. Beyond these a wide circle of the public will miss 
her ever fresh and fragrant contributions to sacred and 
secular Uterature alike. 

" Her beautiful life-service ia ended apparently in the 
midst of its sweet and pure hturgy ; but God and the 
angels have uttered its Amen," 

In the same paper appeared from the same 
pen a fitting 

"IN MEMORiAM. 

"Tba ailrer cord ia loosed whereon were strung 
The priceless pearls of an unsullied life; 
And while the jewels drop, our hearts are rife 
With anguish from their grieying tendrils wrung— 
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That grew and twined about that slender Btring, 
Aa if it held a cable's strength instead; 
Half of our wealth is lost sinco ahe is dead— 
Whose virtues to contempt our beat deeds bring. 
No more, alasl that cord of pearls shall hang 
For rare adornment, Earth's fair neck around ; 
Its silver brightness hid beneatli the ground; 
And every scattered pearl for ns a pang, 
Yet Memorya hand shall gather them again 
And bind them on our hearts, a holy endless chain, 

"W. C. R," 
Mrs. Haven was buried in the eeeluded 
Cemetery of Eye in accordance with her own 
wish, Sbe had a strong preference for a 
quiet country burial place, and some years be- 
fore had expressed the feeling in a poem which 
ehe had written with reference to the New 
York Bay Cemetery, entitled, 

"BEAR OUT THE DEAD." 
Ajo! carry out your dead I 
They have won reaiy 
Theirs was the burden, and the heat of day. 
Now smooth the shining hair, the while hands lay 
Folded upon the breast. 
The Buttering hearts is still 1 

In moveless calm, the labored throbbmgs cease ; 
Tbe marble forehead bears the seid of peace, 
lia smile, the lips still wear. 
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Therefore, " bear out the dead." 

Fiir from the atrife 
That daily sotmdeth through the cit}- streets. 
Where momently the burdened air repeats 

The hurried maroh of life. 

"Nay," some trne monmer saith, 

" la hallowed ground 
We make (heir graves, in shade of cross or spire. 
Where chime and prayer, and ehaunt of solemn choir 

Thrill wilh a dirge-like sound." 

Or others grieving pray — 
" Not out of sight 
Uoke the low mound, but where our feet may tread 
Daily, in loving memory of the dead, 

Who were life's chief delight." 

Think you onr anthems reach 
Where that "?mw song" 
iM noise of many waters suiging rolls ? 
Our earthly prayers (hough wmng from anguished soula 
They hear where angels throng? 

And when another love 

Shall fill the heart 
New void and desolate, these graves will lie 
0*ergrown, or trampled down by pasaers-by. 

In crowded church or mart. 

For tralfic in due time 

Will covet this— 
The narrow space which grudgingly is given. 
Pent under walls which bar tlie light of Heaven, 

The sunshine's gentle kiss. 
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Therefore, " beor out tbe dead " 

Where earthly calm 
May image that which they hare surely won, 
Where cnrelesa feet the hallowed paths ehall shun, 

TSvc idle hands work harm. 

Daides and violeis. 

The SQOff white rose. 
With trailing ivy o'er the earth shall wreathe. 
And solemn clianfs the lingering south winds breathe. 

Where fir or cypress grows. 

The rippling tide 
Bears from the distant city clearly seen, 
The waters roll their clear, bright waves between. 

And life &om death divide. 

They ask this rest of thee 
AH faith to prove. 
In the fair stillness eloquent to tflach 
The Sabhath calm of Heaven surpassing speech, 
The dead ye monm and love. 

From every direction the most loving and rev- 
erential tributes were poured fortli to the mem- 
ory of one whom all claimed as a friend, and to 
whommanylookedup as a benefactress. Letters 
were addressed to her husband and family, in some 
eases by those who were personally strangers to 
them ; tribntes were paid in newspapers and mag- 
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azines, in prose and verse, and tlie characteristics 
of these were that even more love and apprecia- 
tion of the devoted and high-minded Christian 
woman and self-sacrificing friend was evident in 
these innnmerahle tributes than apprehension 
of the comprehensive and fine inteUeet which 
had made her heart offerings bo well known and 
widely spread. 

It is impossible to give all these, but from 
them we select a few which will be read with 
interest : The iirst is from a letter addressed 
by her pastor, the Rev. John "Ward, to her 
sister 

" I am liappj to add m j testimony to the rare excellcDco 
and esalted worth of character possessed by Mrs. Haven. 
I feel it to have been a privilege to have had her for a 
parishioner, such as rarely falls to the lot of a country 
clergyman. In a parish and neighborhood so eircum- 
scribod as this, fall scope could not be affoi-ded for powers 
BO great, and energies so untiring as hers. Tet in every 
thing ia which the caase of the church, the advancement 
of trae reli^on, and the good of society were concerned, 
Biswas ever foremost; and with that sweet persaasivenoss 
of manners so especially her own, she overcame ob- 
stacles, and effected results, suoh as few eould have ac- 
complished. 
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" OonSrmationa in the parish were to her, seasons of 
peenliar interest, and her coSperatioQ in preparing the 
candidate for assuming the ohligationa of Baptism with 
jnteliigence and serious devotion of heart, was most 
gratefally appreciated. In the Confirmation season to 
which you refer, and in which there seemed to prevail in 
the parish a more general feeling of the importance of 
religions duties, she was most untiring in her efforts to 
asMst mo; and in some cases which required to he ap- 
proached with peculiar tact and gentleness, the fruits, I 
am peranaded, were the harvest of her prayers and efforts. 

" She particnlarly impi'cssed me with her consoien- 
tiona ohserrance of the Lord's day, so faithfally fn lfillin g 
the injunction, 'Kememher the Sahhath day to keep 
it holy.' She did indeed 'stand up for God,' and was 
found in His Temple when her health would have been 
deemed hy many a sufficient excuse for her remiuning at 
home, and when her devoted and earnest manner im- 
pressed all that her'a was no Up service, but the homage 
of a heart lifted in grateM prdse, or bowed in lowliest 
breath of prayer ; listening, too, to teachings, which if they 
seemed feeble to her, she yet received as from one whom 
she felt to be an ambassador from his Master and hers. 

" Knowing Mrs. Haven's many social and literary en- 
gagements, I called less trequcntlj than my inclinations 
prompted, but I always left her strengthened for mj 
labor, and inspired by her zeal which had no limit, but 
the salvation of all with wliom she came in contact, 
•' If I should attempt to speak of her charities, and hei 
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efforts to ameliorate the condition of tlie poor in the 
village, I might fill pages. 

"Drawing from the fonntmn of her Christian henevo- 
lonce, she literally oheyed the DiTino injunction, ' ITeyer 
turn thy face away from any poor man,' and the kindly 
worda of sympatliy and counsel with which her charities 
were accompanied, have caused her to be remembered 
with a most reverential affection. ' Many shall rise up 
and call her blessed.' 

" As an instance of the admiration and love with which 
she was regarded, a devoted member of the Eomiah 
Church said, at her faneral, 'If Mrs Haven baa not gone 
to Heaven, bo one need try to,' 

"She was certainly that noblest type of woman, the 
OhrUtian woman. One who wore always the badge of 
her profeaaon, and like the Apostle, felt the cross to be 
her ohiefest glory. Thk I think was the secret of the 
great influence which she exerted in the society in which 
she moved; the beautiful consistency of character that 
showed her to be the Gkrutian. at all times and in all 
places, and above all her beautiful esample as a humble 
and devoted follower of the lowly Jesns, which made so 
many willing to be led by her whose hold they saw was 
BO firm Tipon the Eook of Ages." 

From the yarioua notices which appeared in 
the leading magazine, we select one from the 
pen of Miss Virginia Townsend, one of the edi- 
tors gf Arthur's Home Magazine, -which is par- 
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ticularlj interesting, tecause it refers to an inci- 
dent -which illustrates an eminent characteristic 
of Mrs. Haven, her broad sympathy, and un- 
tiring effort to serve others ; 

" The clogiDg days of the last summer carried to many 
uhome and heart throughout the land a racsisagoof giief 
whoae memory will not easily pass away. 

"The life ofMra. Alice B. Haven closed just before 
the summer's did. There seemed some peenUar fitness 
in their going out so closely together — the service of hoth 
completed ; the voices of both falling into eternal eilonoe ; 
end both lingering ia our memories like the tones of 
some sweet singer which we may never hear agflin, but 
which we shall carry in our thoughts through all our lives. 

"It does not become the writer of this to furnish 
these pages with a biographical sketch of Mrs. Haven, 
Those wio knew her intimately as wife and mother, and 
sister and friend, have elsewhere performed that work, 
and briefly told us how nobly she fnlfilled all the public and 
private duties of her life, faithfully and humbly seeking to 
infuse into all the spirit of a true Christian womanhood, 

"But a single incident which oame to the writer's 
knowledge, and which tonehingly illustrates the sCopo 
and tenor of the life of Mrs, Haven, will not only he wel- 
comed by many readers who loved her work, and mourn 
her loss, but through it, though tender voice and faithful 
pen are hushed now, she may speak to some heart that 
shall be encouraged to ' go and do likewise.' 
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"It 13 more than, aix years ago since Mrs. Haven, 
dni-ing a brief visit to Philadelphia, heard her friend, Mr. 
Louis A. Godey, mention the name of a joung lady who 
had occadonally contributed to his magazine, and who, 
herself on a visit to the city, found suddenly a new and 
wider sphere of literary usefolneas opening before her. 

" The t[uick sympathies of Mrs. Haven enlisted her 
interest at once in one, whose writings she had occasion- 
ally seen, and for whose future her generous nature felt 
a keen solicitude. 

" An inteniew with the young lady was easily ob- 
tained, and she will never cease to remember the impres- 
sion of Mrs. Haven's face and voice aa she entered the 
parlor. There was so much cordial animation in her 
greeting, so much tender interest in those beautiful dark 
eyes, and oh 1 so much kindly and faithful counsel in the 
words that fell a little later from the lips which seemed 
pendulons betvrist smiles and sadness, that that hour or 
two win never be forgotten by the listener who hung on 
every tone and expression, and tried to catch the spirit 
and import of each ; and if she did not succeed then, she 
did afterwards when a sterner teacher rerealed them. 

" An interview like this nnrst from its very nature be 
a confidential one, reaching beyond externals, to some- 
what that is essential and" vital; 

" It is sufficient to say, that Mrs. Haven fancied her 
young iriead's position had at that moment some general 
likeness to certain phases of her own experience, and 
that her wider knowledge ■ of the world and of some 
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peojliar paths of temptadoa and danger would fumiBh 
those practical wamicgs and snggeationa, of which a 
jonng Mstor-writer might greatly stand in need. 

" But how few of her sex would have had the heait, 
the courage, or the tact to offer these Bs »he did ! 

"Sometimes aa she touched on her own life, the teai-a 
Btood still in those large, steadfast, heautiful eyes ; aome- 
tiinea smiles, swift and hright as a child's, flashed out 
from a face that seemed still in the hght of its early 
twenties, a face beautiful in itself^ growing doubly so to 
the gazer through all its infinite charm and grace of ex- 
pression. 

"The interview closed at hist, regretfully on one aide 
at least. The paths of these two, singular to say, never 
intersected again, although both I believe separated with 
the hope and espectation of subsequent meetings which 
various smaU obstacles prevented, 

" As the years grew, however, bringing with them the 
esperience which makes us all sadder, and if lived in any 
true sense, wiser; the real purpose and significance of 
Mra, Haven's visit manifested itself to her who received 
it. But a letter written to Mrs. Haven out of the grati- 
tude of her heart, was after awMle replied to, with that 
complete and final answer which sooner or later, oh, my 
reader, must be the last story which can be told of you, 
or me, ' She is dead ! ' 

" ' Dead and yet speakiag ' by her fife of love and 
sacrifice, of service and fdthfulness, speaking in a thou- 
sand incidents such as this, that may never be written in 
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any book save that one wherein are the chapters of 
every human life. 

"How many women are tliere, who would liave had 
the care, or taken the pains to turn aside from the 
pleasure and excitement of a hiief social visit, to a stran- 
ger sister, whose feet were just about entering some un- 
tried path, wherein it was likely might lie much stress 
and trial for her 3 And of few of ns may it be swd aa of 
her, ' Her Me had no ignoble days.' 

" That pen whose genius was dedicated to the service 
of God and the good of man, lies silent ; it will gladden 
and exalt na no more with its sweet stories of hnraan life, 
of trial, of sacrifice, of faith, and of the joy andbeautyof 
endurance and endeavor, amid the straiii of care and wear- 
ing detaOs of life ; no more sweet, and living home pictures, 
will brighten along her swift pen ; the small whit« hand 
which held it so long, and so bravely, now lies silent and 
cold imder the smooth linen of these winter snows. Like 
the light of the summer days amid which she faded, has 
the noble and loving woman with her rare gifts of mind 
and heart passed away. 

"From the shadows of the little church at Mamaro- 
nock, they bore all that was mortatof Alice B. Haven; 
hut the seed which she scattered prayerfully along her 
earthly path shall take deep root by the water courses of 
other lives, and it shall not be gathered in the harvests 
that are of this world." 

In " The Christian Times," publisbed at 
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Chicago, appeared Uio following, one of many 
more or less extended obituarita which the news- 
papers for weeks after her death brought to the 
pnblic, witnessing how her worts praised her of 
whom they wrote. 

" ALICE B. HAVEN. 



" As I prepare my pen and seat myself to write, tibere 
coQiea to mo tidings of the death of one well known to 
the reading puhlic, bnt not more admired for her talents 
than beloved by a large circle of deeply -attached friends, 
A beautiful life was hers ; a l\fe that perhaps suppressed 
its largest capacities, hut put prominently forward only 
thoso that were pnre and true. There is in our day a 
powerful temptation ever placed before writers. By 
pandering to a low taste, there is to he gdned both 
money and popularity; by letting the ima^nation run 
riot in prodncing sensational articles, stories, sketdies, or 
brochures of the Fanny Tern style, for example, there is 
to be obtained a certain notoriety which all cannot see 
b even more ephemeral than life itself — a blaze of the 
ascending rocliet sure to be followed by the dull thud 
of the falling stick. By induing in sarcasm, by striving 
to say the wittiest and bitterest tiimgs of every human 
being and institution, by forgetting the ohiefest of virtues, 
tharity, the writer may gain/ame, of a certain sort. 
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" But Alice B. Haven turned from such temptatioiis, 
firmly and courageously. Her talents were dedicated to 
a high purpose, not merely to amuse and interest, though 
she seldom fajled to do that, but to warn, to instruct, to 
inculcate some important lesson, to paint some worthy 
moral. She did not invade the realm of thepreaoher ; 
her field was rather the minor morals so called, the social 
and domestic observances, the economies and charities of 
every-day life. la this sphere her influence has made 
itself widely felt, and her worka do follow her in justor 
views of life and its ressponsibihliea in many homes ; in 
high and noble impulses strengthened, in that every-day 
practical Christianity which consists ia acting and living 
for the good of others, where formerly there was but tho 
cold expression of a belief only. 

" Could there bo for woman a worthier (dm, or a 
more eialt«d sphere E There is a divermty of gifts, and 
while one devoted woman may feel herself called npon to 
proclaim the rehgion of the cross to the dark-skinned 
childi-en of the Orient, or the red man of onr own 
forests, I question if she will be more tmlj usefol than 
she who sits at home, and devotes her pen to the conver- 
sion of heathenesse in our own land. And there is more 
than enough heathenism, be it sdd with deepest humili- 
ty, not among the lowly and ignorant alone, but in the 
high places of oar land. The idolatry of fashion ; the 
shrinking from known duties ; the neglect of the better 
interests of childi-en and their proper instruction and 
training ; the narrow, selfish modes of living which seek 
11' 



,1 Google 



890 COULIK ALICR 

only present eaae and comfort, and loot not to the future 
which will develop the harvest of all our deeds. 

" Uy own memories of this ^flied woman are grateful 
end tender. In the darkness of a terrihle^sfortune, in 
the depths of an almost overwiielming despair, she came 
to me with such sweet, womanly words of encourage- 
ment, and such tender sympathy as I can never forget 
while life lasts, aad pointed mo in the way her feet had 
already trod. 

"Snch lud as was in her power she gave, and it was 
not small. But above all I hlessod her for her words of 
truUi and faith which dkected mc to my only true 
source of help. To me she has seemed ever siuce, some- 
thing ahnoat more than mortal woman ; and in my imagi- 
nation I have seen her aa the early martyr- Christiana 
aaw their smntly woman walk ahroad with a visible halo 
aronnd her head, distilEng blessings as she went from 
the sanctity of her pure life. 

"Still nntonched by age, heautifnl and beloved, death 
has claimed her. We trnst she has but gone to a better 
home ; her quiet, fervent piety, and the exemplary parity 
and saintliness of her life, forbids every other thought. 
And so even our sadness has its tender consolation, our 
grief its tinge of perfect joy." 
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